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OF 

Sir Charles Grandison 

LETTER I. 


hady G. To Miss Byron. 

London^ Tuesday^ Sept. 5 . 

C ONGRATULATE us, my dearest Miss Byron, 
on the arrival of my brother. He came la^t night. It 
was late. And he sent to us this morning; and to others of 
his friends. My Lord and I hurried away to breakfast 
with him. Ah, my dear! we see too plainly, that he has 
been very much disturbed in mind. He looks more wan, 
and is thinner, than he was: But he is the same kind bro¬ 
ther, friend, and good man. 

I expelled a little hint or two from him on my pa^t 
vivacities; but not a word of that nature. He felicitated 
my good man and me; and when he spoke of Lord and 
Lady L. and his joy in their happiness, he put two sixers 
and their good men together, as two of the happiest pairs 
in England. Politic enough; for as we sat at breakfast, 
two orthree toysome things were said by my Lord (no ape 
was ever so fond 1) and J could hardly forbear him: But 
the reputation my brother me, was a restraint upon 
me. I stee, one may be flattered, by undeserved compli- 

b 
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merits, into good behaviour, when we have a regard to the 
opinion of the complimenter. 

Aunt Nell was all joy and gladness: She was in raptures 
la^l night, it seems, at her nephew’s fir^l arrival. He re¬ 
joiced to see her; and was so thankful to her for letting 
him find her in town, and at his house, that she resolves 
she will not leave him till he is married. The good old soul 
imagines she is of importance to him, in the direction of 
the family matters, now I have left him—/, Harriet! 
there’s self-importance!—But, good creatures, these old 
virgins! they do so love to be thought useful—Well, and 
is not that a good sign, on aunt Nell’s part.^ Does it not 
look as if she would have been an useful creature in the 
days of nightrail and notableness, had she been a Wife in 
good time? I always think, when I see those badgeiily 
virgins fond of a parrot, a squirrel, a monkey, or a lap- 
dog, that their imagination makes out husband and chil¬ 
dren in the animals—Poor things!—But as to her carej I 
dare say, that will only serve to make bustle and confu- ‘ 
sion, where else would be order and regularity; for my 
brother has the be^t of servants. 

I wished her in Yorkshire fifty times, as we sat at 
breakfa^; For when I wanted to ask my brother twenty 
thousand questions, and to set him on talking, we were 
entertained with her dreams of the night before his arri¬ 
val, and la^t night—Seas crossed, rivers forded—Dan¬ 
gers escaped by the help of angels and saints, for the 
resveries of the former night; and for the la^, the music 
of the spheres, heaven, andjoy, and festivity—The plump 
creature loves good cheer, Harriet.—In short, hardly a 
word could we say, but what put her upon recollefting a 
part of one of her dreams: Yet, some excuse lies good, for 
an old soul, whose whole life has been but one dieam, a 
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little faUallishly varied—And, would you think it? (yes, 
1 believe you would) My odd creature was once or twice 
put upon endeavouring to recolleft two or three dreams 
of his own, of the week pa^l; and would have gone on, if I 
had not silenced him by a frown, as he looked upon me 
for his cue, as a tender husband ought. 

Beauchamp came in, and I thought would have reliev¬ 
ed us: But he put my aunt in mind of an almo^l-forgotten 
part of her dream; iorju^l such a joyful meeting,y^i 7 such 
expressions of gladness, did she dream of, as she now be¬ 
held, and heard, between my brother and him felicitating 
each other. Duce take these dreaming souls, to remember 
their resveries, when realities infinitely more affecting 
are before them! But Reflexion and Prognostic are ever 
inspiriting parts of the pretension of people who have 
lived long; dead to the Present; the PaSt and the Future 
filling their minds: And why should not they be indulged 
in-the thought that they know something more than those 
• who ai;e less abstracted; and who arc contented with look¬ 
ing no further than the Present? 

Sir Charles enquired after Sir Harry’s health. Mr. 
Beauchamp, with a concern that did him credit, lamented 
his declining way; and he spoke so respeftfully of Lady 
Beauchamp, and of her tenderness to his father, as made 
my brother’s eyes gliSten with pleasure. 

Lord and Lady L. Dr. Bartlett, and Emily, were at 
Colnebrook: But as they had left orders to be sent for the 
moment my brother arrived (for you need not doubt but 
his laSt Letter prepared us to expeCl him soon) they came 
time enough to dine with us. There was a renewal of joy 
among us. ^ 

Emily, the dear Emily, fainted away, embracing the 
knees of her guardian, as she, unawares to him, threw 

b 2 
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herself at his feet, with joy that laboured for expression, 
but could not obtain it. He was affefted. So was Beau¬ 
champ. So were we all. She was carried out, juft as she 
was recovering to a shame and confusion of face, for 
which only her own modefty could reproach her. 

There are susceptibilities which will shew themselves 
in outward afts; and there are others which cannot burft 
out into speech. Lady L’s joy was of the former, mine of 
the latter, sort. But she is used to tenderness of heart. 
Mine are ready to burft my heart, but never hardly can 
rise to my lips—My eyes, however, are great talkers. 

The pleasure that Sir Charles, Lord L. and Dr. Bart¬ 
lett, mutually expressed to see each other, was great, 
tender, and manly. My buftling nimble Lord enjoyed 
over again his joy, at that of every other person; and he 
was ready, good-naturedly, to sing and dance—That’s 
his way, poor man, to shew hisjoy; b^ut he is honeft, for all 
that. Don’t despise him, Harriet! He was brought up as 
an only son, and to know that he was a Lord, or else he 
would have made a better figure in your eyes. The man 
wants not sense, I assure you. You may think me partial; 
but I believe the moft foolish thing he ever did in his life, 
was at church, and that at S. George’s, Hanover-square. 
Poor soul 1 He might have had a wife better suited to his 
tafte, and then his very foibles would have made him 
shine. But, Harriet, it is not always given to us to know 
what is beft for ourselves. Black women, I have heard re¬ 
marked, like fair men; fair men, black women; and tem¬ 
pers suit beft with contraries. Were we all to like the same 
person or thing equally, we should be for-ever engaged 
in broils: As it w, human nature {vile rogue, as I have 
heard it called) is quarrelsome enough: So my Lord, be¬ 
ing a soft man,/?// in Love, if it please you, with Jt saucy 
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woman. He ought to be meek and humble, you know. He 
would not lei me be quiet, till I was his. We are often to 
be punished by our own choice. But I am very good to 
him now. I don’t know, Harriet, whether it is be^ for me 
to break him of his trifling, or not: Unless one were sure, 
that he could creditably support the alteration. Now can 
I laugh at him; and, if the baby is froppish, can coax him 
into good humour. A sugar-plumb, and a courtesy, will 
do at any time; and, by setting him into a broad grin, I 
can laugh away his anger. But should I endeavour to 
make him wise, as the man has not been used to it, and as 
his education has not given him a turn to significance, 
don’t you think he would be aukward; and, what is worse, 
assuming? Well, I’ll consider of this, before I attempt to 
new-ca^ him. Mean time, I repeat—Don’tyou, my dear, 
for my sake, think meanly of Lord G.—Ha, ha, ha, hah 1 
—What do I laugh at, do you ask me, Harriet?—Some¬ 
thing so highly ridiculous—I have—I have—sent him 
away from me, io much ashamed of himself—He bears 
any-thing from me «ow, that he knows I am only in play 
with him, and have so very right a heart—I muft lay 
down my pen—Poor soul! Hah, hah, hah, hah!—I do 
love him for his simplicity! 

Well, I won’t tell you what I laughed at ju^l now, for 
fear you should laugh at us both. My brother’s arrival 
has tuned every string of my heart to joy. The holding up 
of a ^traw will throw me into titteration —I can hardly 
forbear laughing again, to think of the shame the poor 
soul shewed, when he slunk away from me. After all, he 
ill brooks to be laughed at. Does not that look as if he 
were conscious?—But what, Harriet (will you ask) mean 
I, by thus trifling with you, and at this time particularly? 
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—^Why, I would be glad to make you smile, either with 
me, or at me: I am indifferent which, so that you do but 
smile. You do!—I proteft you do!—Well! now that I 
have obtained my wishes, I will be serious. 

We congratulated my brother on the happy turn in the 
healths of his Italian friends, without naming names, or 
saying a word of the sifter we had like to have had. He 
looked earnestly at each of us; bowed to our congratula¬ 
tions ; but was silent. Dr. Bartlett had told us, that he 
never, in his Letters to my brother, mentioned your be¬ 
ing not well; because he knew it would di^urb him. He 
had many things to order and do; so that, except at break- 
fa^, when aunt Nell invaded us with her dreams, and at 
dinner, when the servants attendance made our discourse 
general, we had hardly any opportunity of talking to him. 
But in the space between tea-time and supper, he came 
and told us, that he was devoted to us for the remainder of 
the day. Persons present were. Lord and Lady L. myself, 
and my good man. Dr. Bartlett, Mr. Beauchamp, and 
Emily, good girl! quite recovered, and blyth as a bird, 
attentive to every word that passed the lips of her guard¬ 
ian—O, but aunt Nell was also present!—^Poor soul! I 
had like to have forgot her. 

In the firft place, you mu^ take it for granted, that we 
all owned, we had seen mo^ of what he had written to 
Dr. Bartlett. 

What troubles, what anguish of mind, what a ftrange 
variety of conflidls, has your heart had to contend with, 
my dear Sir Charles! began Mr. Beauchamp; and, at laft. 
What a ilrange disappointment, from one of the noblest 
of women! , 

Very true, my Beauchamp. He then said great and 
glorious things of Lady Clementina. We all joined'in ad- 
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miring her. He seemed to have great pleasure in hearing 
us praise her—Very true^ Harriet!—But you have gener¬ 
osity enough to be pleased with him for that. 

Aunt Eleanor (I won’t call her aunt Nell any more if I 
can help it) asked him, If he thought it were possible for 
the Lady to hold her resolution? Now you have a£bially 
left Italy, nephew, and are at such a di^ance, don’t you 
think her Love will return? 

Good soul! She has substantial notions ^kill left, I find, 
of ideal Love :Those notions, I fansy, la^ a long time, with 
those who have not had the opportunity of gratifying the 
passion!—Beangry, ifyouwill, Harriet, I don’tcare. 

Well, but, thus gravely, as became the question, an¬ 
swered my brother—The favour which this incompar¬ 
able Lady honoured me with, was never disowned: On 
the contrary, it was always avowed, and to the very la^l. 
She had therefore no uncertainty to contend with: She 
had no balancings in her mind. Her contention, as she 
’ suppo§ed, was altogether in favour of her duty to Hea¬ 
ven. She is exemplarily pious. While she remains a zea¬ 
lous Roman Catholic, she mu^l persevere; and I dare say 
she will. 

I don’t know what to make of these Papists, said ou r 
old Prote^ant aunt Nell—(Aunt Nell, did I say? Cry 
mercy!)—Thank God you are come home safe and sound, 
and without ^papistical wife!—It is very hard, if England 
cannot find a wife for you, nephew. 

We all smiled at aunt Nell—The duce is in me, I be¬ 
lieve !—^Aunt Nell again—But let it go. 

Wken^ Lady G. (asked Lady L.) saw you or heard you 
from, the dowager Couqf ess of D.? 

Is there any other Countess of D. Lady L.? said Sir 
Charles: A fine glow taking possession of his cheeks. 
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Your servant, brother, thought I: I am not sorry for 
your charming apprehensiveness. 

No, Sir, replied Lady L. 

Would you, brother, said Boldface (You know who 
that is, Harriet) that there should be another Countess 
ofD.? 

I wish my Lord D. happy, Charlotte. I hear him as 
well spoken of as any of our young nobility. 

You don’t know what I mean, I warrant. Sir Charles! 
resumed, with an intentional archness, your saucy friend. 

I believe I do, Lady G. I wish Miss Byron to be one of 
the happiest women in the world, because she is one of 
the be^—My dear, to Emily, I hope you have had no- 
thingtodi^urborvexyou,fromyourmother’shusband— 

Nor from my mother. Sir—All is good, and as it should 
be. You have overcome— 

That’s well, my dear—Would not the Bath-waters be 
good for Sir Harry.? my dear Beauchamp. 

A second remove, thought I! But I’ll catch yoy, bro¬ 
ther, I’ll warrant (as rustics sometimes, in their play, do a 
ball) on the rebound. 

Now you will be piqued, I suppose, Harriet. Your 
delicacy will be offended, because I urged the que^ion. 
I see a blush of disdain arising in your lovely cheek, and 
conscious eye, restoring the roses to the one, and its 
natural brilliancy to the other. Indeed we all began to be 
afraid of a little affeftation in my brother. But we need¬ 
ed not. He would not suffer us to put him upon the sub- 
jeft again. After a few other general questions and 
answers, of who and wAo, and how and how\ and'wAa/, 
and when^ and-so-forth; he turnqd to Dr. Bartlett. 

My dear friend, said he, you gave me pain a little 
while ago, when I asked you after the health of Miss 
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Byron, and her friends: You evaded my question, I 
thought, and your looks alarmed me. I am afraid poor 
Mrs. Shirley—Miss Byron spoke of her always as in an 
infirm ^late: How, Charlotte, would our dear Miss Bryon 
grieve, were she to lose so good a relation 1* 

I intended not, answered the Do6lor, that you should 
see I was concerned: But I think it impossible, that a 
father can love a daughter better than I love Miss Byron. 

You would alarm me indeed, my dear friend, if Lady 
G. had not, by her usual liveliness]\x^ now, put me out of 
all apprehensions for the health of Miss Byron. I hope 
Miss Byron is well. 

Indeed she is not, said I, with a gravity becoming the 
occasion. 

•God forbid! said he; with an emotion that pleased 
every-body—Not ^ov your sake, Harriet—Be not affeft- 
edly nice now; but for our own— 

*His face was in a glow—What, Lady L. what, Char- 
’ lotte, said he, ails Miss Byron? 

She is not well, brother, replied I; but the mo^ charm¬ 
ing sick woman that ever lived. She is chearful, that she 
may give no uneasiness to her friends. She joins in all 
their conversations, diversions, amusements. She would 
fain be well; and likes not to be thought ill. Were it not 
for her faded cheeks, her pale lips, and her changed com¬ 
plexion, we should not know from herself that she ailed 
any-thing. Some people reach perfeftion sooner than 
others; and are as swift in their decay—Poor Miss Byron 
seems not to be built for duration. ^ 

But'should I write these things to you, my dear? Yet I 
know that Lady Clememtina and You are Sifters in mag¬ 
nanimity. 

My brother was quite angry with me—Dear Dr. Bart- 
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lett, said he, explain this speech of Charlotte. She loves to 
amuse—Miss Byron is blessed with a good conftitution: 
She is hardly yet in the perfedfion of her bloom. Set my 
heart at reft. I love not either of my Sifters, more than I 
do Miss Byrorf. Dear Charlotte, I am really angry with 
you. 

My good-natured Lord reddened up to his naked ears, 
at hearing my brother say he was angry with me. Sir 
Charles, said he, I am sorry you are so soon angry with 
your Sifter. It is too true. Miss Byron is ill. She is, I fear, 
in a declining way— 

Pardon me, my dear Lord G.—Yet I am ready to be 
angry with any-body that shall tell me. Miss Byron is in a 
declining way—Dr. Bartlett—Pray— 

Indeed, Sir, Miss Byron is not well—Lady G. Bas 
mingled her fears with her love, in the description. Miss 
Byron cannot but be lovely: Her complexion is ftill fine, 
she is chearful, serene, resigned— 

Resigned, Dr. Bartlett!—Miss Byron is a Saint. She 
cannot but be resigned, in the solemn sense of the word 
—^Resignation implies hopelessness. If she is so ill, would 
not you, my dear Dr. Bartlett, have informed me of it— 
Or was it from tenderness —Tou muft be kind in all you 
do. 

I did not apprehend, said Lady L. that Miss Byron 
was so very much indisposed. Did you, my Lord? (to 
Lord L.) Upon my word, Doftor, Sifter, it was unkind, 
if so, that you made me not acquainted— 

And then her good-natured eye dropt a tear of love for 
her Harriet. 

I was sorry this went so far. My brother was very un¬ 
easy. So was Mr. Beauchamp, for him, and for you, my 
dear. 
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That she is, and endeavours to be, so chearful, said 
Beauchamp, Shews, that nothing lies upon her mind— 
My father’s illness only can more affeft me, than Miss 
Byron’s. 

Emily wept for her Miss Byron. She has always been 
afraid that her illness would be attended with ill conse¬ 
quences. 

My dear Love, my Harriet, you mu^ be well. See how 
every-body loves you. I told my brother, that I expefted a 
Letter from Northamptonshire, by the next po^; and I 
would inform him truly of the Slate of your health, from 
the contents of it. 

I would not for the world have you think, my Harriet, 
that I meant to excite my brother’s attention to you, by 
what I said. Your honour is the honour of the Sex. For 
are you not one of the moSl delicate-minded, as well as 
frankeSl of it.? It is no news to say, that my brother dearly 
loves you. I did not want to know his solicitude for your 
•health.,Where he once loves, he always loves. Did you not 
observe, that I supposed it, a natural decline.? God grant 
that it may not be so. And thus am I imprudently dis¬ 
couraging you, in mentioning my apprehensions of your 
ill health, in order to shew my regard for your punftilio: 
But you shall^ you will, be well; and the wife of—the beSl 
of men—God grant it may be sol—But, however that is 
to be, we have all laid our heads together, and are deter¬ 
mined, for your delicacy-sake, to let this matter take its 
course; since, after an opening so undesignedly warm, 
you might otherwise imagine our solicitude in the affair 
capable of being thought too urgent. I tell you, my dear, 
that, worthy as Sir Charles Grandison is of a Princess, he 
shall not call you by his name, but with all his soul. 

As my brother laid it out to us this evening, I find we 
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shall lose him for some days. The gamesters whom Mr. 
Grandison permitted to ruin him, are af Winchester; 
dividing, I suppose, and rejoicing over, their spoils of the 
laSl season. Whether my brother intends to see them or 
not, I cannot tell. He expefts not to do any-thing with 
them. They, no doubt, will shew the foolish fellow, that 
they can keep what he could not: And Sir Charles aims 
only at prafticable and legal, not at romantic, redresses. 

Sir Charles intends to pay his respefts to Lord and 
Lady W. at Windsor; and to the Earl of G. and Lady 
Gertrude, who are at their Berkshire seat. My honeSt 
Lord has obtained my leave, at the firSl asking, to attend 
him thither.—My brother will wait on Sir Harry, and 
Lady Beauchamp, in his way to Lady Mansfield’s— 
Beauchamp will accompany him thither. Poor Grandison, 
as humble as a mouse, tho’ my brother does all he can to 
raise him, desires to be in his train^ as he calls it, all the 
way, and never to be from under his wing. My brother 
intends to make a short visit to Grandison-hall, \^en he* 
is so near as at Lady Mansfield’s: Dr. Bartlett will accom¬ 
pany him thither, as all the way; and hopes he will 
approveofevery-thinghehasdonethere,andinthatneigh- 
bourhood, in his absence. The good man has promised to 
write to me. Emily is sometimes to be with me, some¬ 
times with aunt Eleanor, at the Antient’s request; tho’ 
Lord and Lady L. mutter at it. My brother’s trusty 
Saunders is to be left behind, in order to dispatch to his 
mailer, by man and horse, any Letters that may come 
from abroad; and I have promised to send him an account 
of the healths, and so-forth, of our Northamptonshire 
friends. I think it would be a rigjit thing in him to take a 
turn to Selby-house. I hope you think so too. Don’t fib, 
Harriet. * 



Let.*2.] Sir Charles Grandison 13 

Adieu, my dear. For God’s sake be well, prays your 
Sigler, your FViend, and the Friend of all your Friends, 
ever-affeftionate and obliged, 

CHARLOTTE G. 


LETTER II. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Thursday^ Sept. 7. 

I WIL L write to your Letter as it lies before me. 

I do mo^ heartily congratulate you, my dear Lady 
G. on the arrival of your brother. I do not wonder that his 
fatigues, and his disappointment, have made an alter¬ 
ation in his person and countenance. Sir Charles Grandi¬ 
son would not be the man he is, if he had not sensibility. 

•You could not know your brother, my dear, if you 
•expe6l§d from him recriminations on your paft odd be¬ 
haviour to Lord G. I hope he does not yet know a tenth 
part of it; But if he did, as he hoped you saw your error, 
and would be good for the future, he was right, surely, to 
forget, what you ought not, but with contrition, to re¬ 
member. You are very naughty in the Letter before me; 
and I love you too well to spare you. 

What can you mean, my dear, by exulting so much 
over your aunt, for living, to an advanced age, a single 
woman.? However ineffectual, let me add to my former 
expoflulatory chidings on this subjedl: Would you have 
one think you are overjoyed, that you have so soon put it 
out of any one’s power Jo reproach you on the like ac¬ 
count? If so, you ought to be more thankful than you 
seem ter be, to Lord G. who has extended his generosity 
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to you, and kept you from the odium. Upon my word, 
my dear Lady G. I think it looks like a want of decency in 
women, to caft refleftions on others of their Sex, possibly 
for their prudence and virtue. Do you consider, how you 
exalt, by your ludicrous freedoms, the men whom some¬ 
times you affeft to despise.^ No wonder if they ridicule old 
maids. It is their intereft to do so. Lords of the Creation^ 
sometimes you deridingly call the insulters •, Lords of the 
Creation, indeed you make them!—And pray, do you 
think, that the same weakness which made your aunt 
Grandison tell her dreams, in the joy of her heart, as an 
old maid, might not have made her guilty of the same 
foible, had she been an old wife.? Joy is the parent of many 
a silly thing. Don’t you own, that the arrival of your bro¬ 
ther, which made your aunt break out into dream-telling, 
made you break into laughter (even in a Letter) of which 
you were ashamed to tell the cause.?— Wives^ my dear, 
should not fall into the miftakes, for which they would 
make maids the subj eft of their ridicule. You knowi>c.tter ; * 
and therefore should be above joining the foolish multi¬ 
tude, in a general cry to hunt down (asyoa reckon them) 
an unfortunate class of people, of your own Sex. Your aunt 
Grandison’s dreams, let me add, were more innocent, 
than your waking mirth.—You mu§i excuse me—I could 
say a great deal more upon the subj eft; but if I have not 
said enough to make you sorry for your fault, a great deal 
more would be inefFe£hial—So much therefore for this 
subj eft. 

Poor dear Emily!—I wonder not at the effeft the arri¬ 
val, and firft sight, of her guardian, had upon hertender 
heart. , 

But how wickedly do you treat your Lord!—Fie upon 
you, Charlotte 1—^And fie upon you again, for Writing 



Let. 2.] Sir Charles Grandison 15 

what I cannot, for your credit-sake, read out to my friends! 
I wish, my dear, I could bring you to think, that there 
cannot be wit without ju^ice; nor humour without de¬ 
corum: My Lord has some few foibles: But shall a wife 
be the firft to discover them, and expose Lim for them? 
Cannot you cure him of them, without treating him with 
a ridicule which borders upon contempt?—O my dear, 
you shew us much greater foibles in yourself, than my 
Lord ever yet had, when you make so bad an use of talents 
that were given you for better purposes? One word only 
more on this suljjedl:—You cannot make me smile, my 
dear, when you are thus unseasonable in your mirth. 
Henceforth, then, remember, that your excursiveness 
(allow*me the word, I had a harsher in my head) upon 
old^maids, and your Lord, can only yours elf \ and / 

will not accept of your compliment. Why? Because I will 
not be a partaker in your fault; as I should be, if I could 
countenance your levity. 

• Levity, Harriet! 

Yes,7ew_)', Charlotte—I will not spare you. Whom do 
you spare? i 

But do you really think me so ill as you represented me 
to be, to your brother? I don’t think I am. If I did, I am 
sure I should endeavour to put my thoughts into an abso¬ 
lutely new train: Nor would I quit the hold which, at 
proper times, I do let go, to re-enter the world, as an indi¬ 
vidual, who imagines herself of some little use in it; and 
who is therefore obliged to perform, with chearfulness, 
her allotted offices, \sowevev generally insignificant I may 
compacatively be. 

You say, you had no thoughts of exciting your bro¬ 
ther’s attention^ by your ^rong colouring, when you des¬ 
cribed the effefts of my indisposition to him. Attention !— 
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Compassion you might as well have said—I hope not. And 
I am obliged to Mr. Beauchamp for his inference, from 
my chearfulness, that nothing lay upon my mind. Now, 
tho’ that inference seemed to imply, that he thought, if he 
had not made the observation, something might have been 
supposed to lie upon my mind, I am much better satisfied 
thsithe made it, than if Sir Charles had. 

Upon the whole, I cannot but be pleased at two things 
in your Letter: The one, that Sir Charles expressed so 
great a concern for my health: The other, that you have 
all promised, and that voluntarily, and from a sense of the 
fitness of the measure, that every-thing be left to its na¬ 
tural course—For my sake, and for goodness-sake, pray 
let it be so. I think the opening, as you call it, was much, 
very much, too warm. Bless me, my dear, how I trembled 
as I read that part!—I am not, methinks, quite satisfied 
with it, tho’ I am with your intention. 

Consider, my dear. Half a heart—preferred Lady! 
—For quality, fortune, and every merit, so greatly pre-* 
ferable—O my Charlotte 11 cannot, were the beSl'xa hap¬ 
pen than can now happen, take such exceeding ]oy, as I 
once could have done, in the prospeft of that beh .—I 
have pride—But let us hear what the next Letters from 
Italy say; and it will be then time enough (if the truly 
admirable Lady shall adhere to her resolution) to come 
with my scruples and drawbacks. Your aunt Grandison 
is of opinion, that she will not adhere. Who can tell what 
to say? Imagination, unnaturally heightened, may change 
into one altitude from another. I myself sincerely think 
(and have so often said it, that an uncharitable mind 
would perhaps charge me with affeftation for it) that 
Lady Clementina, and no other woman, can deserve Sir 
Charles Grandison. 
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Adieu, my dear. Pray tell your brother that I never 
thought myself so ill as your friendly love made you ap¬ 
prehend me to be: And that I congratulate you, with all 
my heart, and him also (it would be an affedlation to for¬ 
bear it, which would imply too much) on his safe arrival 
in England. But be sure remember, that I look upon you 
and your Lord, upon my Lord and Lady L. and upon my 
sweet Emily, if she sees what I write, as guardians of the 
honour (of ^Qpundilioy if you please, since no disAionour 
can be apprehended from Sir Charles Grandison) of 

Tour and Their 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER III. 

Dr. Bartlett, To Lady G. 

Monday^ Sept. 11. 

I N obedience to your Ladyship’s commands, I write, 
but it mu^l be briefly, an account of our motions. 

Sir Charles would not go out of town, till he had made 
a visit to Mr. and Mrs. Reeves, and enquired after Miss 
Byron’s health; of which he received an account less 
alarming, than we, from our love and our fears, had given 
him. 

We arrived at Windsor on Wednesday evening. My 
Lord and Lady W. expefled him not till the next day. 

I caifnot find words to express the joy with which they 
received him. My Lord gcknowleged, before us all, that 
he owed it to God, and to him, that he was the happie^ 
man in the world. My Lady called herself, with tears of 


c 
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joy, a happy woman: And Sir Charles told me, that when 
he was led by her to her closet, to talk about the affairs of 
her family, she exceedingly abashed him, by expressing 
her gratitude to him for his goodness to them all, on her 
knees; while he was almost ready, on his, he said, to ack- 
nowlege the aunt, that had done so much honour to his 
recommendation, and made his uncle so happy. 

Sir Charles, in order to have leave to depart next morn¬ 
ing, as soon as he had breakfasted, promised to pass 
several days with them, when he could think himself a 
settled Englishman, 

You, madam, and Lady L. equally love and admire 
Lady W.: I will not, therefore, enlarge to you on her ex¬ 
cellencies. Every-body loves her. Her servants, as they 
attend, look at their Lady, with the same delight, mingled 
with reverence, as those of my Patron look upon him. 

Poor Mr. Grandison could not help taking notice to 
me, with tears, on the joint acknowlegements of my Lord 
and Lady made to my Patron, that goodness and,benefi-* 
cence brought with them their own rewards. Saw you 
not, my good Dr. Bartlett, said he, how my cousin’s eyes 
glistened with modeSt joy, as my Lord and Lady ran over 
with their gratitude.? I thought of him, as an angel among 
men—What a wretch have I been! How can I sit at table 
with him! Yet how he overwhelms me with his goodness! 

Sir Charles having heard, that Sir Hargrave Pollexfen 
was at his house on the foreSi, he rode to make him a visit, 
tho’ some few miles out of his way. I attended him. 

Sir Hargrave is one of the moSl miserable of men. He 
is not yet fully recovered of the bruises and rough treat¬ 
ment he met with near Paris: By t he is so extremely sunk 
in his spirits, that my Patron could not but be concerned 
for him. He received him with grateful ackiiowlege- 
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merits, and was thankful for his visit: But he told him, 
that he was sd miserable in himself, that he could hardly 
thank him for saving a life so wretched. 

Mr. Merceda, it seeins, d ie d about a fortnight ago . 

That poor man wasIKougnt to be pretty welTrecover- 
ed; and rode out several times: But was taken on his re¬ 
turn from one of his rides, with a vomiting of blood; the 
consequence, as imagined, of some inward bruises; and 
died miserably. His death, and the manner of it, have 
greatly affected Sir Hargrave.—And poor Bagenhall, 
Sir Charles, said he, is as miserable a dog as I am! 

Sir Hargrave, under^anding, as he said, that I was a 
parson, begged me to give him one prayer — 

He* was so importunate, and for Sir Charles to join in 
it, that we both kneeled with him. 

Sir Hargrave wept. He called himself a hardened dog. 

Strange man!—But I think I was ^ill more affedfed 
(Sir Hargrave shocked me!) by your noble brother’s hu- 
•manity, than by Sir Hargrave’s wretchedness; tears of 
compassion for the poor man, stealing down his manly 
cheek—God comfort you. Sir Hargrave, said he, wring¬ 
ing his hand—Dr. Bartlett is a good majn. You shall have 
the prayers of us both. 

He left him. He could dlay no longer; followed by the 
unhappy man’s blessings, interrupted by violent sob¬ 
bings. 

, We were both so affedled, that we broke not silence, as 

we rode, till we joined our company at my Lord’s. 

I recounted whatpassedatthisinterview to Mr.Grand¬ 
ison. Your Ladyship wjll not want me to be very parti¬ 
cular in relating what were his applications to, and refle¬ 
xions on, himself, when I tell you that he could not have 

ca 
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been more concerned, had he been present on the occa¬ 
sion. 

Mr. Beauchamp was with us when I gave this relation 
to Mr. Grandison. He was affected at it, and with Mr. 
Grandison’s sensibility: But how happy for himself was 
it, that his concern had in it no mixture of self-reproach! 
It was a generous and humane concern, like that of his 
dear friend. 

Sir Charles’s next visit was to the good Earl of G. And 
here we left my Lord G.; the be^l-natured, and one of the 
mo^l virtuous and prudent young noblemen in the king¬ 
dom. Your Ladyship will not accuse me of flattery, when 
you read this; but you will, perhaps, of another view— 
Yet, as long as I know that you love to have juftice done 
to my Lord; and in your heart are sensible of the truth of 
what I say, and I am sure rejoice in it; I give chearful way 
to the juflice; and the rather, as you look upon my Lord 
as so much yourself, that if you receive his praises with 
some little reluftance, it is with such a modeSl reluftance 
as you would receive your own; glad, at the same time, 
that you were so ju^ly complimented. 

My Lord will acquaint your Ladyship with all that 
passed at the good Earl’s; and how much overjoyed he 
and Lady Gertrude were at the favour they thought your 
brother did them in dining with them. His Lordship will ^ 
tell you also, how much they wish for you; for they pro¬ 
pose to winter there, and not in Hertfordshire, as once 
they thought to do. 

Here Sir Charles enquired afj;er their neighbour, Mr. 
Bagenhall. 

He is become a very melancholy man. His wife is as 
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obliging as he will let her be; but he hates her; and the 
less wonder, for he hates himself. 

Poor woman! she could not expedl a better fate. To 
yield up her chastity; to be forced upon him afterwards, 
by way of doing her poor justice; what "affiance can he 
have in her virtue, were she to meet with a trial? 

But that is not all; for though nobody questions her 
fidelity, yet what weight with him can her arguments 
have, were she to endeavour to enforce upon his mind 
those doftrines, which, were they to have proceeded from 
a pure heart, might, now-and-then, have let in a ray of 
light on his benighted soul? A gloomy mind muil occa¬ 
sionally receive great consolation from the interposal and 
soothing of a companionable Love, when we know it 
comes from an untainted heart. 

Poor Mr. Grandison found in /Aw case also great room 
fdr self-application and regret, without my being so offi¬ 
cious as to remind him of the similitude; tho’ the woman 
who is endeavoured to be imposed on him for a wife, is a 
more guilty creature than ever Mrs. Bagenhall was. 

And here, madam, allow me to observe, that there is 
such a Sameness in the lives, the actions, the pursuits of 
libertines, and such a Likeness in the accidents, punish¬ 
ments, and occasions for remorse, which attend them, 
that I wonder they will not be warned by the beacons that 
are lighted up by every brother libertine whom they 
know; and that they will so generally be driven on the 
same f ock, overspread and surrounded as it is, in their very 
sight, by a thousand wi^cks!—Did such know your bro¬ 
ther, and learn from his example and history, what a 
variety there is in goodness, as he passes on from objeft to 
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oWeft, exercising, not officiously, but as^ opportunity 
offers, his noble talents to the benefit of his fellow-crea¬ 
tures, surely they would, like honest Mr. Sylve^er, the 
attorney, endeavour to give themselves solid joy, by fol¬ 
lowing what that gentleman juilly called so self-reward¬ 
ing an example. 

Forgive me, madam, if sometimes I am ready to preach; 
It is my province. Who but your brother can make every 
province his, and accommodate himself to every subjeft.^ 

We reached Sir Harry Beauchamp’s that night; and 
there took up our lodgings. 

Sir Harry seems to be in a swift decay; and he is very 
sensible of it. He rejoiced to see your brother. 1 was 
afraid. Sir Charles Grandison, said he, that our next meet¬ 
ing would have been in another world. May it be in the 
same world, and I shall be happy 1 

This was a wish, a thought, not to be discouraged iii a 
dying man. Sir Charles was afiFedfed with it. You Jcnow, 
madam, that your brother has a heart the mo^ tender, 
and, at the same time, the mo^t intrepid, of human hearts. 

' I have learned much from him. He preaches by aCiion. 

\ Till I knew him, young man as he then was, and ^fill is, 
my preaching was by words ; I was contented, that my 
a(Mons disgraced not my words. 

Lady Beauchamp, as my patron afterwards told me, 
confessed, in tears, that she should owe to him all the 
tranquillity of mind that she can hope for, if she survive 
Sir Harry. O Sir, said she, till I knew you, I was a narrow 
selfish creature. I was jealous of a father’s Love to a wor¬ 
thy son; whose worthiness I knciw not, as a son, and as a 
friend: That was the happie^l day of our Beauchamp’s 
life, which introduced him to an intimacy with you*. 
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Here, on Friday morning, we left Mr. Beauchamp, 
sorrowing for*his father’s illness, and endeavouring, by 
every tender aft of duty, to comfort his mother-in-law on 
a deprivation, with which, I am afraid, she will soon be 
tried. 

My Beauchamp loves you. Sir Charles, said Sir Harry, 
at parting in the morning after breakfaft; and so he ought, 
Where-ever you are, he wants to be; but spare him to his 
mother and me for a few days: He is her comforter, and 
mine. Fain, very fain, would I have longer rejoiced, if 
God had seen fit, in the Love of both. But I resign to the 
Divine Will. Pray for me: You also, Dr. Bartlett, pray for 
me. My son tells me what a good man you are—And 
may We meet in heaven! I am afraid. Sir Charles, that I 
never shall see you again in this world—But why should 
I oppress your noble heart? God be your Guide and Pro- 
teftor! Take care of your precious health. You have a 
great deal to do, before you finish your glorious course, 
• and come to this laft period of human vanity. 

My patron was both grieved and rejoiced—Rejoiced 
to see Sir Harry in a frame of mind so different from that 
to which he had been a witness in Sir Hargrave Pollexfen; 
and grieved to find him paft all hopes of recovery. 

Sir Charles pursued his journey, cross the country, to 
Lady Mansfield’s. We found no convenient place for din¬ 
ing, and arrived at Mansfield-house about five on Friday 
afternoon. 

My Lady Mansfield, her daughter and sons, were 
overjoyed to see my patron. Mr. Grandison told me, that 
he never, from infancy till this time, shed so many tears as 
he has shed on this short tour, sometimes from joy, some¬ 
times from grief. I don’t know, madam, whether one 
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should wish him re-e^lablished in his fortune, if it could 
be done; since calamity, rightly supported,*is a blessing. 

Here I left my patron, and proceeded on Saturday 
morning with Mr. Grandison to the Hall. If Sir Charles 
finds matters ripened for a treaty between the Mansfields 
and their adversaries, as he has been put in hopes, he will 
go near to ^ay at Mansfield-house, and only visit us at 
the Hall incognito, to avoid neighbourly congratulations, 
till he can bring things to bear. 

Mr. Grandison juft now told me, that Sir Charles, be¬ 
fore he left town, gave him a 400 /. bank note, to enable 
him to pay off his debts to tradesmen; of which at his de¬ 
sire, he had given him in a lift; amounting to 360 

He owes, he says, 100 /. more to the widow of a wine- 
merchant ; but being resolved to pay it the moment money 
comes into his hands, he would not acquaint Sir Charles 
with it. 

I have the honour to be 

I’our Ladyship's 

M.oSlJaithful and obedient Servant^ 

AMBROSE BARTLETT. 


LETTER IV. 

Charles Grandison, To Dr. Bartlett. 

Mansfield-house, Thursday, Sept. 14. 

Y O U will be so good, my dear friend, as to let my 
neighbours, particularly the gentlemen you men¬ 
tion, know, that the only reason I forbear paying my 
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compliments to them, now I am so near, is, because I 
cannot as yet enjoy their company with that freedom and 
ease which I hope in a little while to do. Tell them, that I 
purpose, after some particular affairs are determined 
(which will for a little while longer engross me) to devote 
the greatest part of my time to my native place; and that 
then I will endeavour to make myself as good a neigh¬ 
bour, and as social a friend, as they can wish me to be. 

On Sunday I had a visit from the two Hartleys. 

They gave me very satisfaftory proofs of what they 
were able to do, as well as willing, in support of the right 
of the Mansfields to the eftate of which they have been 
despoiled; and shewed me a paper, which nobody thought 
was in Being, of the utmoft consequence in the cause. 

On Monday, by appointment, I attended Sir John 
Lambton. Two lawyers of the Keelings were with him. 
They produced their demands. 1 had mine ready; but 
theirs were so extravagant, that I would not produce 
Ithem: But, taking Sir John aside, I love not, said I, to 
affront men of a profession; but I am convinced, that we 
never shall come to an understanding, if we consider our¬ 
selves as Lawyers and Clients. I am no Lawyer; but I 
know the Strength of my friends cause, and will risque 
half my eSlate upon the juStice of it. The Mansfields will 
commission me^ if the Keelings willyo«; and we perhaps 
may do something: If not, let the Law take its course. I 
am now come to reside in England. I will do nothing for 
myself, till I have done what can be done to make all my 
friends easy. 

Sir J6hn owned, that he thought the Mansfields had 
hardships done them. Mr. Keeling senior, he said, had 
heard of the paper in the Hartleys hands; and, praising 
his honefty, told me in confidence, that he had declared, 
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that if such a paper could have been produced in time, he 
would not have prosecuted the suit, which Re had carried. 
But Sir John said, that the younger Keeling was a furious 
young man, and would oppose a compromise on the 
terms he supposed the Mansfields would expeft to be 
complied with. But what are your proposals. Sir? 

These, Sir John: The Law is expensive; delays may be 
meditated; appeals maybe brought, if we gain our point. 
—^What I think it may co^l us to eftablish the right of the 
injured, which cannot be a small sum, that will I prevail 
upon the Mansfields to give up to the Keelings. I will 
tru^l you, if you give me your honour, with our proofs; 
and if you and your friends are satisfied with them, and 
will consent to e^ablish our right by the form only of a 
new trial, then may we be agreed: Otherwise, not. And I 
leave you and them to consider of it. I shall hear from you 
within two or three days. Sir John promised I should; but 
hoped to have some talk fir^ with the Hartleys, with 
whom, as well as with me, he declared he would t>e upon' 
honour. 


Wednesday Evening. 

I had a message from Sir John laft night, requesting 
me to dine with him and the elder Mr. Keeling this day; 
and to bring with me the two Mr. Hartleys, and the 
proofs I had hinted at. 

Those gentlemen were so obliging, as to go with me; 
and took the important paper with them, which had been 
deposited with their grandfather, as a common friend, 
and contained a recognition of the Mansfields right to the 
estates in queSlion, upon an a/nicable reference to per¬ 
sons long since departed: An atteSled copy of which was 
once in the Mansfields possession, as by a memorandum 
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that came to hand; but which never could be found. The 
younger Keeling was not intended to be there; but he 
forced himself upon us. He behaved very rudely. I had 
once like to have forgot myself. This meeting produced 
nothing: But as the father is a reasonable man; as we have 
obtained a re-hearing of the cause; as he is much influ¬ 
enced by Sir John Lambton, who seems convinced; and 
to whose honour I have submitted an abftraft of our 
proofs; I am in hopes that we shall be able to accommo¬ 
date. 

I have Bolton’s proposals before me. The firft child is 
dead; the second cannot live many months. He trembles 
at the proofs he knows we have of his villainy. He offers, 
on the death of this second child, to give us possession of 
the estate, and a large sum of money (but thought not to 
be half of what the superannuated Calvert left) if we will 
give him general releases. The wretch is not, we believe, 
marfied to the relidf of Calvert. 

I am loth, methinks, to let him escape the j uftice which 
his crimes call for: But such are the delays and chicaneries 
of the Law, when praftisers are found who know how to 
perplex an hone^ pursuer; and as we mu^ have recourse 
to low and dirty people to e^ablish our proofs; the vile 
fellow shall take with him the proposed spoils: They may 
not be much more than would be the lawyers part of the 
estate, were we to push the litigation. 

As to our poor Everard, nothing, I fear, can be done 
for him, with the men who are revelling on his spoils. I 
have seen one of them. The unhappy man has signed and 
sealed to* his own ruin. He regrets, that a part of the 
e^ate which has been so Jong in the family and name, 
should go out of it. What an empty pride is that of name! 
The geneVal tenor of his life was not a credit to it; tho’ he 
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felt not that, till he felt digress. The disgrace is adlually 
incurred. Does not all the world know his loss, and the 
winners triumph? And if the world did not, can he con¬ 
ceal from himself those vices, the consequences of which 
have reduced him to what he is ? But perhaps the unhappy 
man puts a value upon the name, in compliment to me. 

Mention not to him what I write. The poor man is sen¬ 
sible enough of his folly, to engage pity: Whether from a 
right sense, or not, muft be left to his own heart. 

As to the woman’s claim: What in honour can I do, 
again^ a promise that he owns may be proved upon him? 
He did not condition with her, that she was to be a spot¬ 
less woman. If he thought she was so when he solicited 
her to yield to his desires, he is the less to be excused: Vile 
as she comes out to be, he had proposed to make her as 
vile, if he had found her not so. He promised her mar¬ 
riage : Meant he only a promise? She is punished in being 
what she is: His punishment cannot be condign, bilt by 
his being obliged to perform his promise. Yet.I cannot 
bear to think, that my cousin Grandison should be made, 
for life, the dupe of a successful and premeditated vil¬ 
lainy; and the less, as, in all likelihood, the profligate 
Lord B. would continue to himself, from the merit with 
her of having vindicated her claim, an interest in the bad 
woman’s favour, were she to be the wife of our poor 
Everard. 

But certainly this claim muft be prosecuted with a 
view only to extort money from my cousin; and they 
know him to be of a family jealous of its honour. I think 
she mu^l be treated with for releases. I could not bear to 
appear in such a cause as this, in open court, in support of 
my cousin, againft a promise made by him. He is of age. 
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and thought to be no novice in the ways of the town. I am 
miftaken in M#. Grandison’s spirit, if it did not lead him 
to think himself very severely punished, were he to have 
no other punishment, for those vices, which were to be 
expensive tome. 

But if I should be able to extricate the unhappy man 
from this difficulty, what can next be done for him.'* The 
poor remains of his fortune will not support one who has 
always lived more than genteelly. Will he be able, think 
you, to endure the thoughts of living in a conftant ^ate of 
dependence, however easy and genteel I should endea¬ 
vour to make it to him? There may be many ways (in the 
public offices, for example) of providing for a broken 
tradesman: But for a man who calls himself, and is, a 
gentleman; who will expert as such to rank with his em¬ 
ployer; who knows nothing of figures, or business of any 
kind; who has been brought up in idleness, and hardly 
knows the meaning of the word diligence ; and never could 
bear confinement; what can be done for such a one in the 
public offices, or by any other employment that requires 
punftual attendance? 

But to quit this subjedt, for a more agreeable one. 

I have for some time had it in my thoughts to ask you, 
my dear friend. Whether your nephew is provided for to 
liking and his own? If not, and he would put it in my 
power to serve him, by serving myself, I should be obliged 
; toyoa for permitting him so to do, and to him, for his con- 
j sent. I would not affront him, by the offer of a salary: My 
, presents to him shall be such as befit the services done:— 
Sometimes as my amanuensis; sometimes as a transcriber 
, and methodizer of Papers^and Letters; sometimes in ad- 
- juffing servants accounts, and fitting them for my in- 
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speftion. You need not fear my regard to myself in my 
acknowlegements to be made to him (that,* I know, will be 
all your fear); for I have always considered profusion and 
parsimony as two extremes, equally to be avoided. You, 
my dear Dr. Bartlett, have often enforced this lesson on 
my mind. Can it then ever be forgotten by 

Tour affeHionate Friend and Servant^ 

CHARLES GRANDISON.? 


LETTER V. 

Signor ]ero NY MO della Porretta, To Sir 
Charles Grandison. 

Bologna, Monday, Sept. 

Y our kind Letters from Lyons, my deareft friend, 
rejoiced us extremely. Clementina languished to 
hear from you. How was it possible for you to write with 
so much warmth of affedlion to her, yet with so much 
delicacy, that a rival could not take exceptions at it.? 

She writes to you. It is not for me, it is not for any of us, 
I think, to say one word to the principal subjeft of her 
Letter. She shewed it to me, and to her mother, only. 

Dear creature! Could she but be prevailed upon!—But 
how cun you be asked to support the family-wishes.? Yet if 
you think them ju^l, I know you will. You know not Self, 
when justice and the service of your friend ftandin oppo-, 
sition to it. All that I am afrai(^ of, is, that we shall be too 
precipitate for the dear creature’s head. 

Would to God, you could have been my Brother! That 
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was the fir^ desire of my heart!—But you will see by her 
Letter (the lei^t flighty that she has written of a long 
time) that she has no thoughts of that: And she declares 
to us, that she wishes you happily married to an English 
woman. Would to Heaven, we might plead jyo«r example 
to her] 

I will certainly attend you in your England.—If one 
thing, that we all wish, could happen, you would have the 
whole family, as far as I know. We think, we talk, of no¬ 
body but you. We look out for Englishmen, to do them 
honour for your sake. 

Mrs. Beaumont is with us. Surely she is your near rela¬ 
tion. She advises caution; but thinks that our present 
measures are not wrong ones, as we never can give into 
my sixer’s wishes to quit the world. Dear Grandison! 
love not Mrs. Beaumont the less for her opinion in our 
favour. 

Mr. Lowther writes to you: I say nothing, therefore, 
6f that vjorthy man. 

I am wished to write more enforcingly to you, on a cer¬ 
tain important subjedl: But I say, I cannot, dare not, will 
not. 

Dear Grandison, love ^ill your Jeronymo! Your friend¬ 
ship makes life worthy of my wish. It has been a consola¬ 
tion to me, when every other failed, and all around me 
was darkness, and the shadow of death. You will often be 
troubled with Letters from me. My beloved, my deareft 
friend, my Grandison, adieu! 

JERONYMO DELLA PORRETTA. 
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LETTER VI. 

Lady Clementina, To Sir Charles Grandison. 

Bologna, Monday, Sept. i^.N.S. 

H OW welcome to me was your Letter from Lyons! 

My good Chevalier Grandison, my heart thanks 
you for It: Yet it was possible that heart could have been 
^ill more thankful, had I not observed in your Letter an 
air of pensiveness, tho’ it is endeavoured to be concealed. 
What pain would it give me to know, that you suffer on 
my account!—But no more in this ^rain: A complaining 
one mu^l take place. 

O Chevalier, I am persecuted! And by whom.^ By my 
deareft, my neared friends. I was afraid it would be so. 
Why, why, would you deny me your influence, when I 
importuned you for it? Why would you not ^fay among 
us, till you saw me professed? Then had I been happy—* 
In time, I should have been happy!—Now am I beset 
with entreaties, with supplications, from those who ought 
to command;—^yet unlawfully, if they did: I presume to 
think so: Since parents, tho’ they ought to be consulted in 
the change of condition, as to theperson ; yet surely should 
not oblige the child to marry, who chooses to be single all 
her life. A more cogent reason may be pleaded, and I do 
plead it to my relations, as Catholics, as I wish for no¬ 
thing so much as to assume the veil.—But you are a Pro¬ 
testant: You favour not a Divine dedication, and would 
not plead for me. On the contrary, you have Strengthened 
their hands—O Chevalier I hoiy could you do so, and ever 
love me 1 Did you not know, there was but one way to 
escape the grievous consequences of the importunities pf 
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those who justly lay claim to my obedience?—And they 
do claim it. * 

And in what forcible manner, claim it!—Shall I tell 
you? Thus, then: My father, with tears in his eyes, be¬ 
seeches me; My mother gently reminds me of what she 
has suffered for me in my illness; and declares, that it is in 
my power to make the reft of her days happy: Nor shall 
she think my own tranquillity of mind secured, till I ob¬ 
lige her!—O Chevalier, what pleas are these from a fa¬ 
ther, whose eyes plead more ftrongly than words; and 
from a mother, on whose bright days I caft a cloud 1 — 
The Bishop pleads: How can a Catholic Bishop plead, 
and not for me? The General declares, that he never woo¬ 
ed his beloved wife for her consent with more fervor than 
he does me for mine, to oblige them all. Nay, Jeronymo I 
Blush, sifterly love! to say it—^Jeronymo, your friend 
Jeronymo, is solicitous on the same side—Even Father 
Marescotti is carried away by the example of the Bishop. 

Mrs. Beaumont argues with me in their favour.—And 
Camilla, who was ever full of your praises, teazes me con¬ 
tinually. 

They name not the man; They pretend to leave me 
free to choose through the world. They plead, that, zea¬ 
lous as they are in the Catholic faith, they were so earneft 
for me to enter into the ftate, that they were desirous to 
see me the wife even of a Proteftant, rather than I should 
remain single: And they remind me, that it was owing to 
•my scruple only, that this was not effefted.—But why, 
why will they weaken, rather than ftrengthen my scruple? 
Could I iiave got over three points—The sense of my 
own unwnrthinpgg^ affpr yy mtnfl had b^lTdlSturBea; 
The insuperabl e appr ehension, tKat,'"drawh asl^e^yiyour. 
Love, T^ould jproBaHjICav^ensnared my own Soul; 

."jj 
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th at I should be perpetually lamenting|' the certain ty 
ofth^o^s oFfils Whom it woulohe my dul^oIw eas my 
own; tKeirtinportllfi!!^ woulSTSfdly MveB'eenvra^ 
TelT me, advise me, my good Chevalier, my fourth 
brother (You are not Now interested in the debate) if I 
may not lawfully ftand out? Tell me, as I know that I can¬ 
not answer their views, except I marry, and yet cannot 
consent to marry, whether I may not as well sequefter 
myself from the world, and insiSl upon so doing? 

What, what can I do?—I am distressed—O thou, my 
Brother^ my Friend, whom my heart ever muSl hold dear, 
advise me! To you I have told them I will appeal. They 
are so good as to promise to suspend their solicitations, if 
I will hold suspended my thoughts of the veil, till I have 
your advice.—^But give it not againSl me—If you ever 
valued Clementina, 

Give it not againSl her! 


LETTER VII. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Lady Clementina, 

London^ Monday^ Sept. 18—29. 

W HAT can I say, moSl excellent of women, to the 
contents of the Letter you have honoured me 
with? What a task have you imposed upon me! You take 
great, and, respedting your intentions, I will call it, kind 
care, to let me know that I can have no intereSl in the 
decision of the case you refer to me. I repeat my humblp 
acquiescence; but muSl again declare, that it would have 
been next to impossible to do so, had you not made a 
point of conscience of your scruples. 
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But what weight is my advice likely to have with a 
young Lady, Who repeatedly, in the close of her Letter, 
desires me not to give it Jor her parents? 

I, madam, am far from being unprejudiced in this 
case. For can the man who once himself hoped for the 
honour of your hand, advise you against Marriage?— 
Are not your parents generously indulgent, when they 
name not any particular person to you? I applaud both 
their wisdom and their goodness, on this occasion. Possi¬ 
bly, you guess the man whom they would recommend to 
your choice; And I am sure. Lady Clementina would not 
refuse their recommendation merely because it was theirs. 
Nor indeed upon any less reason than an unconquerable 
aversion, or a preference to some other Catholic. A Pro- 
teftant, it seems, it cannothc. 

But let me ask my Sifter, my Friend. What answer can 
I return to the Lady who had shewn, in one inftance, that 
she'had not an Insuperable aversion to Matrimony; yet 
*on conscientious reasons refusing one man, and not par¬ 
ticularly favouring any, can scruple to oblige (obey is not 
the word they use) “a Father, who with tears in his eyes 
beseeches her; a Mother who gently reminds her of what 
she has suffered for her; who declares, that it Is in her 
power to make the reft of her days happy; and who urges 
a ftill ftronger plea, respefting them both, and the whole 
family, to engage the attention of the beloved daughter? 
—O madam, what pleas are those (Let me ftill make use 
of your own pathetic words) from a Father whose eyes 
plead more ftrongly than words! and from a Mother, 
over whose bright days you had (tho’ involuntarily) caft a 
cloud!—Your Brother the Bishop, a man of piety; your 
Confessor, a man of equal piety; your two other Brothers, 
your disihterefted Friend Mrs. Beaumont; your faithful 

d2 
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Camilla;” all wholly disinterefted?—What an enumera¬ 
tion againft yourself.—Forbidden, as I ain, to give the 
cause againSl you, what can I say? Dearefl Lady Clemen¬ 
tina, can I, on your own representation, give it/or you? 

You know, madam, the sacrifice I have made to the 
plea oiyour conscience, not my own. I make no doubt, but 
parents so indulgent as yours will yield to your reasons, if 
you can plead conscience against the performance of the 
filial duty\ the more a duty, as it is so gently urged: Nay, 
hardly urged; but by tears, and wishes, which the eyes, 
not the lips, express; and which if you will perform, your 
parents will think themselves under an obligation to their 
child. 

Lady Clementina is one of the mo^ generous’of wo¬ 
men : But consider, madam, in this instance of prefering 
your own will to that of the mo^t indulgent of parents, 
whether there is not an apparent selfishness, inconsiftent 
with your general charadler, even were you to be as happy 
in a convent, as you propose. Would you not, in that case,' 
live to yourself, and renounce your parents and family, as 
parts of that world which you would vow to despise?— 
Dear Lady! I asked you once before, is there any-thing 
sinful in a Sacrament? Such all good Catholics deem 
Matrimony. And shall I ask you. Whether, as Self-denial 
is held to be meritorious in your church, there is not a 
merit in denying yourself in the case before us, when you 
can, by performing the filial duty, oblige your whole 
family? 

Permit me to say, that, tho’ a Proteftant, I am not an 
enemy to such foundations in general. I could Wish, un¬ 
der proper regulations, that wehad Nunneries among us. 
I would not, indeed, have the obligation upon Nuns be 
perpetual: Let them have liberty, at the end of every two 
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or three years, to renew their vows, or otherwise, by the 
consent of fri Ads. Celibacy in the Clergy is an indispens¬ 
able Law of your church: Yet a Cardinal has been allow¬ 
ed to lay down the purple, and marry. You know, madam, 
I mu^l mean Ferdinand of Medicis. Family-reasons, in 
that case, preponderated, as well at Rome, as at Florence. 

Of all the women I know. Lady Clementina della Por- 
retta should be the la^ who should be earnest to take the 
veil. There can be but two persons in the world, besides 
herself, who will not be grieved at her choice. We know 
their reasons. The will of her grandfathers, now with 
God, is againll her; and her living parents, and every 
other person of her family, those two excepted, would be 
made unhappy, if she sequeftred herself from the world, 
and them. Clementina has charity: She wishes, she once 
said, to take a great revenge upon Laurana. Laurana has 
something to repent of: Let her take the veil. The fond¬ 
ness she has for the world, a fondness which could make 
•her break through all the ties of relation and humanity, 
requires a check: But are any of those in convents more 
pious, more exemplarily pious, than Clementina is, out of 
them.^ 

Much more could I urge on the same side of the ques¬ 
tion; but what I have urged has been a task upon me; a 
task which I could not have performed, had I not pre¬ 
ferred to my own, the happiness of you and your family. 

May both earthly and heavenly blessings attend your 
determination, whatever it be, prays, deareif madam. 

Your ever-faithful Friend, 

Affedionate Brother, and 
* Humble Servant, 

CH. GRANDISON. 
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.S’/r Charles Grandison, To Jeronymo 

della PoRRETTA. 

London^ Sat. Sept. 1 8—29. 

1 H A V E written, my beloved friend, to Lady Clemen¬ 
tina ; and shall inclose a copy of my Letter. 

I own, that, till I received hers, I thought there was a 
possibility, tho’ not a probability, that she might change 
her mind in my favour. I foresaw that you would all join, 
for family-reasons, to press her to marry; And when, 
thought I, she finds herself very earnestly urged, it is 
possible, that she will forego her scruples, and, proposing 
some conditions for herself, will honour with her hand 
the man whom she has avowedly honoured with a place 
in her heart, rather than any other. The malady she has 
been afflifted with, often leaves, for some time^ an un-‘ 
Readiness in the mind: My absence, as I proposed to 
settle in my native country, never more, perhaps, to re¬ 
turn to Italy; the high notions she has of obligation and 
gratitude; her declared confidence in my honour and 
affeftion; all co-operating, she may, thought I, change 
her mind; and, if she does, I cannot doubt the favour of 
her friends. It was not, my Jeronymo, presumptuous to 
hope. It vt^&junice to Clementina to attend the event, and 
to wait for the promised Letter: But now, that I see you 
are all of one mind, and that the dear Lady, though 
vehemently urged by all her friends to marry sortie other 
man, can appeal to me, only as to htr fourth Brother., and a * 
man not interested in the event—I give up all my hopes. 

I have written accordingly to your dear Clementina; 
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but it could not be expefted, that I should give the argu¬ 
ment all the weight that might be given it: Yet, being of 
opinion that she was in duty obliged to yield to the en¬ 
treaties of all her friends, I have been honest. But surely 
no man ever was involved in so many difficult situations 
as your Grandison; who yet never, by enterprize or rash¬ 
ness, was led out of the plain path into difficulties so un¬ 
common. 

You wish, my dear friend, that I would set an example 
to your excellent Sifter. I will unbosom my heart to you. 

There is a Lady, an English Lady, beautiful as an 
Angel, but whose beauty is her lea^t perfection, either in 
my eyes, or her own: Had I never known Clementina, I 
could have loved her, and only her, of all the women I ever 
beheld. It would not be doing her justice, if I could not 
say, I iio love her; but with a flame as pure as the heart of 
Clementina, or as her own heart, can boa^. Clementina’s 
distressed mind affeCted me: I imputed her sufferings to 
fier eStegm for me. The farewel interview denied her, she 
demonstrated, I thought, so firm an affeCtion for me, at 
the same time that she was to me, what I may truly call, a 
firSt Love; that, tho’ the difficulties in my way seemed 
insuperable, I thought it became me, in honour, in grati¬ 
tude, to hold myself in suspense, and not offer to make 
my addresses to any other woman, till the deSliny of the 
dear Clementina was determined. 

It would look like vanity in me to tell my Jeronymo 
how many proposals, from the partial friends of women 
of rank and merit superior to my own, I thought myself 
obliged,* in honour to the Ladies themselves, to decline: 
But my heart never suffered uneasiness from the uncer¬ 
tainty I was in of ever succeeding with your beloved Sis¬ 
ter, but on this Lady’s account. I presume not, however, 
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to say, I could have succeeded, had I thought myself at 
liberty to make my addresses to her: Yet, when I suffered 
myself to balance, because of my uncertainty with your 
Clementina, I had hopes, from the intereff my two siff ers 
had with her (her affections disengaged) that, had I been 
at liberty to make my addresses to her, I might. 

Shall I, my dear Jeronymo, own the truth.?—The two 
nobler-minded women in the world, when I went over to 
Italy, on the invitation of my Lord the Bishop, held almoff 
an equal interer in my heart; and I was thereby enabled 
juriy, and with the greater command of myself, to de¬ 
clare to the Marchioness, and the General, at my laft 
going over, that I held myself bound to you; but that 
your Siffer, and you all, were free. But when the dear 
Clementina began to shew signs of recovery, and seemed 
to confirm the hopes I had of her partiality to me; and my 
gratitude and attachment seemed of importance to her 
complete reroration; then, my Jeronymo, did I content 
myself with wishing another husband to the JEnglish 
Lady, more worthy of her than my embarrassed situation 
could have made me. And when I farther experienced the 
condescending goodness of your whole family, all united 
in nw favour; I had not a wish but for your Clementina. 

What a disappointment, my Jeronymo, was her rejec¬ 
tion of me!—obliged, as I was, to admire the noble Lady 
the more for her motives of rejecting me. 

And now, my dear friend, what is your wish.?—That I 
shall set your Siffer an example.? How can I.? Is marriage 
in my power.? There is but one woman in the world, now 
your dear Clementina has refused me, that I can think 
worthy of succeeding her in my affeClions, tho’ there are' 
thousands of whom I am not worthy. And ongjit that 
La dy to accept of a man whose heart had been another’s. 
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a nd that other living^, and s ingle, and «fH11 hnnnnring |iim 
with so much ef her regard, as may be thought sufficient 
to SttacR a grateHiI~ffiHrt,'irfi^ 7 yg£asr 6 h a 3 ivide' 3 ~Eoye T 
Clementtea herselfTS"TTOr!STSr?^fuTy delicate than this 
Lady. Indeed, Jeronymo, I am ready, when I contem¬ 
plate my situation, on a supposition of making my ad¬ 
dresses to her, to give up myself, as the unworthie^l of her 
favour of all the men I know; and she has for an admirer 
almost every man who sees her—Even Olivia admires 
her! Can I do justice to the merits of both, and yet not 
appear to be divided by a double Love?—For I will own 
to all the world, my affeftion for Clementina; and, as 
once it was encouraged by her whole family, glory in it. 

You see, my Jeronymo, how I am circumllanced. The 
example, I fear, mu^ come from Italy; not from Eng¬ 
land. Yet say I not this for punftilio-sake: It is not in my 
power to set it, as it is in your Clementina’s: It would be 
presumption to suppose it is. Clementina has not an aver¬ 
sion to tjie Hate: She cannot to the man you have in view, 
since prepossession in favour of another is over.—This is 
a hard push upon me. I presume not to say what Clemen¬ 
tina will, what she can do: But she is naturally the mo^ 
dutiful of children, and has a high sense of the more than 
common obligations she owes to parents, to brothers, to 
whom she has as unhappily as involuntarily given great 
distress: Differ ence in Religion, the motive o f h er rejedt - 
i ng isTjorin the qu ^fohTlFilial dutv ls"anarticle o f 
Religion. - - ■ 

I do myself the honour of writing to the Marchioness, 
to the General, to Father Marescotti, and to Mr. Low- 
ther. May the Almighty jjerfeft your recovery, my Jeron- 
ymo; and preserve in health and spirits the dear Clemen¬ 
tina !—and may every other laudable wish of the hearts of 
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a family so truly excellent, be granted to them 1 —prays, 
my deare^l Jeronymo, the friend who expefts to see you 
in England; the friend who loves you, as he loves his own 
heart; and equally honours all of your name; and will, so 
long as he is 

CHARLES GRANDISON. 


LETTER IX. 

Mrs. Reeves, To Miss Byron. 

Tuesday, Sept. 5 . 

O M Y dear cousin! I am now sure you will' be the 
happieft of women! Sir Charles Grandison made us 
a visit this very day.—How Mr. Reeves and I rejoiced to 
see him! We had but ju^ before been called upon by a 
line from Lady G. to rejoice with her on her brother’s 
happy arrival. He said, he was under obligation to go to* 
Windsor and Hampshire, upon extraordinary occasions; 
but he could not go, till he had paid his respefts to us, as 
well for our own sakes, as to enquire after your health. 
He had received, he said, some disagreeable intimations 
in relation to it. We told him, you were not well; but we 
hoped not dangerously ill. He said so many kind, tender, 
yet respeftful things of you—O my Harriet 11 am sure, 
and so is Mr. Reeves, he loves you dearly. Yet we both 
wondered that he did not talk of paying you a visit. But he 
may have great matters in hand.—But what matters can 
be so great as not to be po^poned, if he loves you.?—and 
that he certainly does. I shoul^ not have known how to' 
contain my joy before him, had he declared himself your 
Lover. 
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He condescendingly asked to see my little boy—^Was 
not that very good of him? He would have won my heart 
by this condescension, had he not had a great share of it 
before —'For your sake, my cousin. You know I cannot 
mean otherwise: And you know, that, except Mr. Reeves 
and my little boy, I love my Harriet better than any-body 
in the world. Nobody in Northamptonshire, I am sure, 
will take exceptions at this. 

I thought I would write to you of this kind visit. Be 
well, now, my dear: All things, I am sure, will come about 
for good: God grant they may!—I dare say, he will visit 
you in Northamptonshire: And if he does, what can be 
his motive? Not mere friendship: Sir Charles Grandison 
is notrifler! 

I know you will be sorry to hear that Lady Betty Wil\ 
liams is in great afflidlion. Miss Willi ams has run away 
with an ensign, who is not wOTtfTa shlTImg: He is, ori'the 
contrary, overhead and ears, as the saying is, in debt. Such! 
^mere gyl 1 —But what shall we say? 

Miss Cantillon has made as fooli^h a ftep. Lord bless 
me rt'ththlc'gTrTsJTrrfKese^ays, are bewitched. A nominal 
captain too I Her mother vows, they shall both starve, for 
her: And they have no other dependence. She can’t live 
without her pleasures: Neither can he without his. A 
Ranelagh fop. Poor wretches I What will become of them? 
For every-thing is in her mother’s power, as to fortune. 
—She has been met by Miss Alle^lree; and looked so shy 1 
s0 silly 1 so slatternly 1Unhappy coquettish thing 1 

Well, but God bless you, my dear 1—My nursery calls 
upon me: The dear little soul is so fond of me! Adieu. 
Compliments to every-bqdy I have so much reason to 
love: Mr. Reeves’s too. Once more. Adieu. 

ELIZA REEVES. 



44 


The History of 


[Vol. 5. 


LETTER X. 

Miss Byron, To Mrs. Reeves. 

Selby-house^ Friday, Sept. 8. 

Y our kind Letter, my dear cousin, has, at the same 
time, delighted and pained me. I rejoice in the de¬ 
clared esteem of one of the beft of men; and I honour him 
for his friendly love expressed to you and my cousin, in 
the visit he made you: But I am pained at your calling 
upon me (in pity to my weakness, shall I call it.? a weak¬ 
ness so ill concealed) to rejoice, that the excellent man, 
when he has dispatched all his affairs of consequence, and 
has nothing else to do, vazy possibly, for you cannot be cer¬ 
tain, make me a visit in Northamptonshire.—O my cou¬ 
sin ! And were his absence, and the apprehension of his 
being the husband of another woman, think you, the 
occasion of my indisposition; that I mu^l now,,that the 
other affair seems determined in a manner so unexpected, 
be bid at once to be well ? 

Sir Charles Grandison, my dear cousin, may honour us 
with th.c prognollicated visit, or not, as he pleases: But 
were he to declare himself my Lover, my heart would not 
be so joyful as you seem to expeCt, if Lady Clementina is 
to be unhappy. What tho’ the refusal of marriage was 
hers; was not that refusal the greatest sacrifice that ever 
woman made to her superior duty.? Does she not Clill 
avow her Love to him ? And mull he not, ought he not, ever 
to love her? And here my pride p»«'s j" it*» rlajnrrn 
tion—ShalLyour Ha rris sit do wn and think herself hap- 
jsyy in a secoi^-place L ove? Yet let me own to yoiirHiy 
cousin, that Sir Charles Grandison is dearer to me than 
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all else that I hold mo^l dear in this world; And if Clem¬ 
entina could be not a«-happy [Happy I have no notion 
she can be without him] and he were to declare himself 
my Lover: Affeftation, be gone 11 would say; I will truft 
to my own heart, and to my future conduct, to make for 
myself an intereft in his affedlions, that should enrich my 
content! in other words, that should make me more than 
contented. 

But time will soon determine my destiny: I will have 
patience to wait its determination. I make no doubt but 
he has sufficient reasons for all he does. 

I am as much delighted, as you could be, at the notice 
he took of your dear infant. The brave mu^ be humane: 
And what greater in^ance of humanity can be shewn, 
than for grown persons to look back upon the ^ate they 
were once themselves in, with tenderness and compas¬ 
sion.? 

I am very sorry for the cause of Lady Betty’s affliftion. 
Pity! th^good Lady took not—B ut I will not b e seve re, 
after I have .said,„that .childrens tg^ults arelmt’always 
own. " ^ 

Poor'Miss'Cantillon!—But she was not under age; 
and as her punishment was of her own choosing—I am 
sorry, however, for both. I hope, after they have smarted, 
something will be done for the poor wretches. Good pa¬ 
rents will he placable; bad ones, or such as have not given 
good examples, ought to be so. 

God continue to you, my dear cousins, both your pre¬ 
sent comforts, and increase your pleasures I for all your 
pleasures are innocent ones; prays 

Tour ever-obli^d and affectionate 

HARRIET BYRON. 
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LETTER XI. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Selby-house^ Wedn. Sept. 20. 

My deareSl Lady G. 

D O you know what is become of your brother? My 
grandmamma Shirley has seen his Ghoft; and talked 
with it near an hour; and then it vanished. Be not sur¬ 
prised, my dear creature. I am ^till in amaze at the account 
my grandmamma gives us of its appearance, discourse, 
and vanishing 1 Nor was the dear parent in a resverie. It 
happened in the middle of the afternoon, all in broad day. 
Thus she tells it: 

“I was sitting, said she, in my own drawing-room, 
yefterday, by myself; when, in came James, to whom it 
firfl appeared, and told me, that a gentleman desired tb 
be introduced to me. I was reading Sherlock upon Death, 
with that chearfulness with which I always meditate the 
subjeft. I gave orders for his admittance; and in came, to 
appearance, one of the handsome^ men I ever saw in my 
life, in a riding-dress. It was a courteous Ghoft: It saluted 
me; or at leall I thought it did: For it answering to the 
description that you, my Harriet, had given me of that 
amiable man, I was surprised. But, contrary to the man¬ 
ner of gho^s, it spoke fir^l:—Venerable Lady, it called 
me; and said, its name was Grandison, in a voice—so like 
what I had heard you speak of his, that I had no doubt but 
it was Sir Charles Grandison himself; and was ready to 
fall down to welcome him. 

“It took its place by me: You, madam, said it, will for- 
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give this intrusion: And it made several fine speeches, 
with an air so mode^, so manly—It had almost all the talk 
to itself. I could only bow, and be pleased; for ftill I 
thought itwas corporally, and indeed, Sir Charles Grand¬ 
ison. It said, that it had but a very little while to ftay: It 
mu^ reach, I don’t know what place, that night—What, 
said I, will you not go to Selby-house? Will you not see 
my daughter Byron? Will you not see her aunt Selby? 
No, it desired to be excused. It talked of leaving a pacquet 
behind it; and seemed to pull out of its pocket a parcel of 
Letters sealed up. It broke the seal, and laid the parcel on 
the table before me. It refused refreshment. It desired, in 
a courtly manner, an answer to what it had discoursed 
upon—Made a profound reverence—and—vanished.” 

And now, my dear Lady G. let me repeat my que^ion; 
What is become of your brother? 

Forgive me this light, this amusing manner. My grand¬ 
mamma speaks of this visit as an appearance, so sudden, 
and so short, and nobody seeing him but she; that it gave 
a kind of amusing levity to my pen, and I could not resist 
the temptation I was under to surprise you, as he has done 
us all. How could he take such a journey, see nobody but 
my grandmamma, and fly the country? Did he do it to 
spare us, or to spare himself? 

The direft truth is this: My grandmamma was sitting 
by herself, as above: James told her, as above, that a 
gentleman desired to be introduced to her. He was intro¬ 
duced. He called himself by his own name; took her 
hand; saluted her—Your charafter, madam, and mine, 
said he, are so well known to each other, that tho’ I never 
before had the honour oj approaching you, I may pre¬ 
sume upon your pardon for this intrusion. 

He then launched out in the praises of your happy 
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friend. With what delight did the dear, the indulgent 
parent repeat them from his mouth! I hope she mingled 
not her own partialities with them, whether I deserved 
them, or not; for sweet is praise, from those we wish to 
love us. And then he said. You see before you, madam, a 
man glorying in his affeftion to one of the moft excellent 
of your Sex; an Italian Lady; the pride of Italy! And who, 
from motives which cannot be withstood, has rejected 
him, at the very time that, all her friends consenting, 
and innumerable difficulties overcome, he expefted that 
she would yield her hand to his wishes.—^And they were 
his wishes. My friendship for the dear Miss Byron {Tou 
and she muft authorize me to call it by a ftill dearer name, 
before I dare do it) is well known: That also has been my 
pride. I know too well what belongs to female delicacy in 
general, and particularly to that of Miss Byron, to ad¬ 
dress myself fir^ to her, on the subjeft which occasions 
you this trouble. I am not accustomed to make profes¬ 
sions, not even to Ladies—Is it consistent with your 
notions of delicacy, madam; Will it be with Mr. and 
Mrs. Selby’s; to give your intereSl in favour of a man 
who is thus situated? A rejefted man! A man who dares 
to own, that the rejeftion was a disappointment to him; 
and that he tenderly loved the fair rejedter. If it will, and 
pMiss Byron can accept the tender of aJjearttESljii-'Ke^ 
divided, UHaccoufitaoly so (the circumStances, 1 presume, 
ydu'khow) then will you, then will she, lay me under an 
obligation that I can only endeavour to repay, by the ut- 
moft gratitude and affeftion.—But if not, I shall admire 
the delicacy of the second refuser, as I do the piety of the 
firfl, and, at leaSl, suspend all thoughts of a change of con¬ 
dition. 

NobleSl of men—^And my grandmamma was^proceed- 
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ing in high strains, but very sincere ones; when, inter¬ 
rupting her, and pulling out of his pocket the pacquet I 
mentioned above; I presume, madam, said he, that I see 
favour and goodness to me, in your benign countenance: 
But I will not even be favoured^ but upon your full know- 
lege of all the fafts I am ma^er of myself. I will be the 
guardian of the delicacy of Miss Byron and all her friends 
in this important case, rather than the discourager, tho^ I 
were to suffer by it. You will be so good as to read these 
Letters to your daughter Byron, to her Lucy, to Mr. and 
Mrs. Selby, and to whom else you will think fit to call to 
the consultation: They will be those, I presume, who 
already know something of the history of the excellent 
Clementina. If, on the perusal of them, I may be admitted 
to pay my respefts to Miss Byron, consi^ently, as I 
hinted, with her notions and yours of that delicacy by 
which she was always directed, and at the same time be 
received with that noble frankness which has di^inguish- 
ed her iij my eye above all women but one (Excuse me, 
madam, I muft always put these sifter souls upon an 
equal foot of excellence): then shall I be a happier -man 
than the happieft. Your answer, madam, by pen and ink, 
will greatly oblige me; and the more, the sooner I can be 
favoured with it; because, being requefted by my friends 
abroad to set an example to their beloved Clementina, as 
you will see in more than one of these Letters, I would 
avoid all punftilio, and let them know, that I had offered 
myself to Miss Byron, and have not been mortified with 
an absolute denial; if I may be so happy as to be allowed 
to write so. 

Thus did this moft gegerous of men prevent, by this 
reference to the Letters, my grandmamma's heart over¬ 
flowing to her lips. He should direftly, he said, proceed 


e 
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on his journey to London; and was in such ha^te to be 
gone, when he had said what he had to s^, that it preci¬ 
pitated a little my grandmamma’s spirits: But the joy she 
was filled with on the occasion, was so great, that she only 
had a concern upon her, when he was gone, as if some¬ 
thing was left by her undone or unsaid, which she thought 
should have been said and done to oblige him. 

The Letters he left on the table, were copies of what he 
wrote from Lyons to the Marquis and Marchioness, the 
Bishop, the General, and Father Marescotti; as also to 
Lady Clementina, and her brother, the good Jeronymo (a ). 
That to the Lady cannot be enough admired, for the ten¬ 
derness, yet for the acquiescence with her will expressed 
in it. Surely they were born for each other, however it 
happens, that they are not likely to come together. 

A Letter from Signor Jeronymo, in answer to his from 
Lyons, I will mention next. In this Sir Charles is wished 
to use his supposed influence upon Lady Clementina 
(What a hard task upon him!) to dissuade her from the 
thoughts of going into a nunnery, and to resolve upon 
marriage (A). 

Next is a Letter of Lady Clementina to Sir Charles, 
complaining tenderly of persecution from her friends, 
who press her to marry; while she contends to be allowed 
to take the veil, and applies to Sir Charles for his interest 
in her behalf. 

The next is Sir Charles’s reply to Lady Clementina. 

Then follows a Letter from Sir Charles to Signor Jero¬ 
nymo. I have copied these three lail, and inclose them in 
confidence (c). 

By these you will see, my d^ar, that the affair between 

(a) These Letters are omitted in this collection. 

(b) See Letter v, (c) See Letters vi. vii. vlii. 
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this excellent man and woman is entirely given up by 
both; and also; in his reply to Signor Jeronymo, that your 
Harriet is referred to as his next choice. And how can I 
ever enough value him, for the dignity he has given me, 
in putting it, as it should seem, in my power to lay an 
obligation upon him; in making for me my own scruples; 
and now, la^ly, in the method he has taken in the appli¬ 
cation to my grandmamma, inftead of to me; and leaving 
all to our determination. But thus should the men give 
dignity, even for their own sakes, to the women whom 
they wish to be theirs. Were there more Sir Charles 
Grandisons, would not even the Female world (much 
better, as I hope it is, than the Male) be amended.? 

My grandmamma, the moment Sir Charles was gone, 
sent to us, that she had some very agreeable news to sur¬ 
prise us with; and therefore desired the whole family of 
us, her Byron particularly, to attend her at breakfast, the 
next morning. We looked upon one another, at the mes¬ 
sage, an 4 wondered. I was not well, and would have ex¬ 
cused myself; but my aunt insi^ed upon my going. Little 
did I or any-body else think of your brother having visited 
my grandmamma in person. When she acquainted us 
that he had, my weakened spirits wanted support: I was 
obliged to withdraw with Lucy. 

I thought I could not bear, when I recovered myself, 
that he should be so near, and not once call in, and enquire 
after the health of the creature for whom he professed so 
high an efteem, and even affedlion: But when, on my 
return to company, my grandmamma related what pass¬ 
ed between them, and the Letters were read; then again 
were my failing spirits unable to support me. They all 
gazed upon me, as the Letters were reading, as well as 
while my grandmamma was giving the relation of what 
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he said; and of the noble, the manly air .with which he 
delivered himself.—^With joy and silent tongratulation 
they gazed upon me; while I felt such a variety of sensi¬ 
bilities in my heart, as I never felt before; sensibilities 
mixed with wonder; and I was sometimes ready to doubt 
whether I were not in a resverie; whether indeed I was in 
this world, or another; whether I was Harriet Byron—I 
know not how to describe what I felt in my now flutter¬ 
ing', now rejoicing, now dejedied heart — 

Dejedied? —Yes, my dear Lady G. Dejedlion was a 
^rong ingredient in my sensibilities. I know not why. 
Yet may there not be a fulness in joy, that will mingle 
dissatisfadlion with it.^ If there may, shall I be excused for 
my solemnity, if I deduce from thence an argument, that 
the human Soul is not to be fully satisfied by worldly 
enjoyments; and that therefore the completion of its hap¬ 
piness muft be in another, a more perfedt ^ate.^ You, 
Lady G. are a very good woman, tho’ a lively one; and I 
will not excuse yo«, if on an occasion that bidsjue looK 
forward to a very solemn event, you will not forgive my 
seriousness. —^That bids me look forward, I repeat; for Sir 
Charles Grandison cannot alter his mind: The world has 
not wherewith to tempt him to alter it, after he has made 
such advances; except I misbehave. 

Well, my dear, and what was the result of our confer¬ 
ence.?—My grandmamma, my aunt, and Lucy, were of 
opinion, that I ought no more to revolve the notions of a 
divided or second-place Love: That every point of female 
delicacy was answered: That he ought not only Still to be 
allowed to love Lady Clementina, but that I and all her. 
Sex should revere her: That my grandmamma, being the 
person applied to, should answer for me, for us all, in 
words of her own choosing. * 
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I was silent. What think my dear.? said my aunt, 
with her accustomed tenderness. 

Think! said my uncle, with his usual facetiousness; 
Do you think, if Harriet had one objeftion, she would 
have been silent.?—I am for sending up for Sir Charles 
out of hand. Let him come the firSl day of next week, and 
let them be married before the end of it. 

Not quite so haSly, neither, Mr. Selby, said my grand¬ 
mamma, smiling; Let us send to Mr. Deane. His love for 
my child, and regard for us all, deserve the moSl grateful 
returns. 

What a duce, and defer an answer to Sir Charles, who 
gives a generous reason, for the sake of the Lady abroad, 
and her family (and I hope he thinks a little of his own 
sake) for wishing a speedy answer.?— 

No, Mr. Selby: Not defer writing, neither. We know 
enough of Mr. Deane’s mind already. But, for my part, I 
don’t know what terms, what conditions, what additions 
•to my cljild’s fortune, to propose— 

Additions! madam—Why, oy; there mu^i: be some, to 
be sure—^And we are able, and as willing as able, let me 
tell you, to make them— 

I beseech you. Sir, said I—Pray, madam—No more 
of this—Surely it is time enough to talk of these subjects. 

So it is, niece. Mr. Deane is a Lawyer. God help me 11 ^ 
never was brought up to any-thing but to live on the fat of 
the land, as the saying is. Mr. Deane and Sir Charles 
shall talk this matter over by themselves. Let us, as you 
say, send for Mr. Deane.—But I will myself be the mes¬ 
senger of these joyful tidings. 

My uncle then tuned put, in his gay manner, a line of 
an old song; and then said. I’ll go to Mr. Deane: I will 
set out this very day—^Pull down the wall, as one of our 
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kings said; the door is too far about.—I’ll bring Mr. 
Deane with me to-morrow, or it shall co^ me a fall. 

You know my uncle, my dear. In this manner did he 
express his joy. 

My grandmother retired to her closet; and this that 
follows is what she wrote to Sir Charles. Every-body is 
pleased whenever she takes up the pen. No one made 
objeftion to a single word in it. 

Dear Sir, 

R eserve would be unpardonable on our side, tho’ 
the woman’s, to a man who is above reserve, and 
whose offers are the result of deliberation, and an affec¬ 
tion, that, being founded in the merit of our deareA child, 
cannot be doubted. We all receive as an honour the offer 
you make us of an alliance which would do credit to 
families of the fir^l rank. It will perhaps be one day owned 
to you, that it was the height of Mrs. Selby’s wishes and 
mine, that the man who had rescued the dear greature* 
from insult and digress, might be at liberty to intitle him¬ 
self to her grateful Love. 

The noble manner in which you have explained your¬ 
self on a subjefl which has greatly embarrassed you, has 
abundantly satisfied Mrs. Selby, Lucy, and myself: We 
can have no scruples of delicacy. Nor am I afraid of suffer¬ 
ing from yours by my frankness. But, as to our Harriet— 
You may perhaps meet with some (not affedfation; she is 
above it) difficulty with her, if you expeft her whole heart 
to be yours. She, Sir, experimentally knows how to allow 
for a double, a divided Love—^Dr. Bartlett, p'erhaps, 
should not have favoured her .with the charafter of a 
Lady whom she prefers to herself; and Mrs. Selby and I 
havesometimes,aswereadhermelancholy^ory, thought. 



Let. II.] Sir Charles Grandison 55 

not unjustly. If she can be induced to love, to honour, the 
man of her choice, as much as she loves, honours, and 
admires. Lady Clementina; the happy man will have rea¬ 
son to be satisfied. You see. Sir, that we, who were able to 
give a preference to the same Lady against ourselves 
(Harriet Byron is ourself) can have no scruples on your 
giving it to the same incomparable woman. May that 
Lady be happy! If she were »of to be so, and her unhappi¬ 
ness were to be owing to our happiness; that, dear Sir, 
would be all that could pain the hearts of any of us, on an 
occasion so very agreeable to 

Tour sincere Friend and Servant, 

HENRIETTA SHIRLEY. 

But, my dear Lady G. does your brother tell you and 
Lady L. nothing of his intentions.^ Why, if he does, do 
not you—But I can have no doubt. Is not the man Sir 
Charles .Grandison.? And yet, methinks, I want to know 
what the contents of his next Letters from Italy will be. 

You will have no scruple, my dear Lady G. to shew my 
whole Letter to Lady L. and, if you please, to my Emily 
—But only mention the contents, in your own way, to the 
gentlemen. I beg you will yourself shew it to Mrs. Reeves: 
She will rejoice in ‘prognostications. Use that word to 
her: She will underhand you. Your brother mu^ now, 
less than ever, see what I write. I depend upon your dis¬ 
cretion, my dear Lady G. 


HARRIET BYRON. 
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LETTER XII. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Wedn. Sept. 23. 

E xcellent Mrs. Shlrleyl incomparable wo¬ 
man 1 How I love her 1 If I were such an excellent 
Ancient, I would no more wish to be young, than she has 
so often told us, she does. What my brother once said, 
and you once wrote to your Lucy, is true (in her case, at 
leaft); that the matronly and advanced time of life, in a 
woman, is far from being the lea§l eligible part of it; 
especially, I may add, when health and a good conscience 
accompany it. What a spirit does she, at her time of Life, 
write withl—But her heart is in her subjeft—I hope I 
may szy thaty Harriet, without offending you. 

Not a word did my brother speak of his intention, till 
he received that Letter; and then he invited La 4 y L. and 
me, and our two honeft men, to afternoon tea with him— 
[O but I have not reckoned with you for your saucy re¬ 
bukes in your la^ of the 7 th; I owe you a spite for it; and, 
Harriet, depend on payment—What was I writing.^—I 
have it—] And when tea was over, he, without a blush, 
without looking down, as a girl would do in this situation 
—[But why so, Harriet.? Is a woman, on these occasions, 
to aft a part as if she supposed herself to be the greateft 
gainer by matrimony; and therefore was ashamed of con¬ 
senting to accept of an honourable offer.? As if, in other 
words, she was to be the self-denying receiver rather than , 
conferrer of an obligation.?—Lofd, how we rambling¬ 
headed creatures break in upon ourselves!] with a good 
grace he told us of his intention to marry; of his appari- 
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tion to Mrs. Shirley; of his sudden vanishing; and all 
that—^And then he produced Mrs. Shirley’s Letter, but 
ju^ received. 

And do you think we were not overjoyed?—Indeed 
we were. We congratulated him: We congratulated each 
other: Lord L. looked as he did when Caroline gave him 
his happy day: Lord G. could not keep his seat: He was 
tipsy, poor man, with his joy: Aunt Nell prank’d herself, 
stroked her ribbands of pink and yellow, and chuckled 
and mumped for joy, that her nephew at laft would not go 
out of Old England for a wife. She was mightily pleased 
too with Mrs. Shirley’s Letter. It was ju^ such a one as 
she herself would have written upon the occasion. 

I ported afterwards to Mrs. Reeves, to shew her, as 
you requested, your Letter; And when we had read it, 
there was, Dear Madam, and, Dear Sir; and now this, 
and now that; and Thank God—three times in a breath; 
and we were cousins, and cousins, and cousins: And, O 
blessed! And, O be joyful—^And Hail the day!—^And, 
God grant it to be a short one!—^And, How will Harriet 
answer to the queftion? Will not her frankness be tried? 
He despises affedlation: So he thinks does she!—Good 
Sirs! and, O dears!—How things are brought about!— 
O my Harriet, you never heard or saw such congratula¬ 
tions between three gossips, as were between our two 
cousin Reeves’s and me: And not a little did the good 
woman pride herself in hct prognostics'^ for she explained 
that matter to me. 

Dr. Bartlett is at Grandison-hall, with our unhappy 
cousin. How will the good man rejoice! 

Now you will ask, Whatjbecame of Emily.?— 

By the way, do you know that Mrs. O-Hara is turned 
MethodiSl?TrVit. as you are alive. And she labourniafdto 
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convert her husband. Thank God she is any-thing that is 
serious! Those people have really great merit with me, in 
her conversion.—I am sorry that our own Clergy are not 
as zealously in earnest as they. They have really, my dear, 
if we may believe aunt Eleanor, given a face of religion to 
subterranean colliers, tinners, and the mo^f profligate of 
men, who hardly ever before heard either of the word, or 
thing. But I am not turning Methodist, Harriet. No, you 
will not suspeft me. 

Now Emily, who is at present my visiter, had asked 
leave before my brother’s invitation (and was gone, my 
Jenny attending her) to visit her mother, who is not well. 
My brother was engaged to sup abroad with some of the 
Danby’s, I believe: I therefore made Lord and'Lady L. 
cousin Reeves and cousin Reeves, and my aunt Grandi- 
son, sup with me. 

Emily was at home before me—Ah the poor Emily! 
—I ’ll tell you how it was between us— 

My lovely girl, my dear Emily, said I, I h^ve good 
news to tell you, about Miss Byron— 

O thank (^d!—^And is she well? Pray, madam, tell me, 
tell me; I long to hear good news of my dear Miss Byron. 
Why, she will shortly be married, Emily!— 

Married, madam!— 

Yes, my love!—^And to your guardian, child 1 — 

To my guardian, madam!—Well, but I hope so— 

I then gave her a few particulars. 

The dear girl tried to be joyful, and burft into tears! 
Why weeps my girli*—O fie! Are you sorry that Miss 
Byron will have your guardian? I thought you Icfved Mis^ 
Byron. » 

So I do, madam, as my own self, and more than myself, 
if possible—^But the surprize, madam—Indeed I am 
gladl What makes me such a fool?—Indeed I am glad I 
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—What ails mej to cry, I wonder! It is what I wished, 
what I prayed for, night and day. Dear madam, don’t tell 
any-body. I am ashamed of myself. 

The sweet April-faced girl then smiled through her 
tears. 

I was charmed with her innocent sensibility; and if 
you are not, I shall think less of you than ever I did yet. 

Dear madam, said she, permit me to withdraw for a 
few minutes: I mu^l have my cry out: And I shall then be 
all joy and gladness. 

She tript away; and in half an hour came down to me 
with quite another face. 

Lady L. was then with me. I had told her of the girl’s 
emotion. We are equally lovers of you, my dear, said I; 
you need not be afraid of Lady L. 

And have you told, madam.?—Well, but I am not a 
hypocrite. What a Grange thing! I who have always been 
so much afraid of another Lady, for Miss Byron’s sake, 
to* be so oddly afFe<fted, as if I were sorry!—Indeed I re¬ 
joice.—But if you tell Miss Byron, she won’t love me: 
She won’t let me live with her and my guardian, when she 
is happy, and has made him so: And what shall I do then? 
for I have set my heart upon it. 

Miss Byron, my dear, loves you so well, that she will 
not be able to deny you any-thing your heart is set upon, 
that is in her power to grant. 

God bless Miss Byron as I love her, and she will be the 
happiest of women I—But what was the matter with me? 
—Yet I believe I know—My poor mother had been cry¬ 
ing sadly tb me, for her pa^l unhappy life. She kissed me, 
as she said, for my Father'% «ake: She had been the wor^f 
of wives to the beft of husbands. 

Again the good girl wept at her mother’s remembred 
remorse—My guar—^my guardian’s goodness, my mo- 
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ther said, had awakened her to a sense of her wickedness. 
My poor mother did not spare herself: And I was all sor¬ 
row ; for what could I say to her on such a subjedl?—^And 
all the way that I came home in the coach, I did nothing 
but cry. I had but ju^ dried my eyes, and tried to look 
chearml, when you came in. And then, when you told me 
the good news, something struck me all at once, ilruck 
my very heart; I cannot account for it: I know not what 
to liken it to—And had I not bur^ into tears, I believe it 
would have been worse for me. But now I am myself; and 
if my poor mother could pacify her conscience, I should 
be a happy creature —because of Miss Byron’s happiness. 
You look at each other. Ladies: But if you think I should 
bid me begone from your presence for a false girl, and 
never see you more. 

Now, Harriet, this emotion of Emily appears to me as 
. a sort of phoenomenon. T>oyou account for it as you will; 
but I am sure Emily is no hypocrite: She has no art: She 
believes what she says, that her sudden bur^ qf tears was 
owing to her heart being affedled by her mother’s contri¬ 
tion : And I am also sure that she loves you above all the 
women in the world. Yet it is possible, that the subtle 
thief, ycleped Love, had got very near her heart; and juft 
at the moment threw a dart into one angle of it, which 
was the something that ftruck her, all at once, as she 
phrased it, and made her find tears a relief. This I know, 
my dear, that we may be very differently affefted by the 
same event, when judged of at diftance, and near. If you 
don’t already, or if you soon will not, experience the 
truth of this observation in the great event before you, J 
ammuchmiftaken. • 

But you see, Harriet, what joy this happy declaration 
of my brother, and the kind reception it hsts met with 



Let. 12.] Sir Charles Grandison 6i 

from Northamptonshire, has given us all. We will keep 
your secret, never fear, till all is over; and, when it is, you 
shall let my brother know, from the Letters we have had 
the favour of seeing, as much as we do. Till he does, ex¬ 
cellent as he thinks you, he will not know one half of your 
excellencies, nor the merit which your Love and your 
Suspenses have made you with him. 

But, with you, I long for the arrival of the next Letters 
from Italy. God grant that Lady Clementina hold her 
resolution, now that she sees it is almo^ impossible for 
her to avoid marrying. If she should relent, what would 
be the consequence, to my brother, to herself, to you! 
And how shall all we, his friends and yours, be affedted! 
You think the Lady is obliged, in duty to her parents, to 
marry. Lady L. and I are determined to be wise, and not 
give our opinions till the events which are yet in the 
bosom of Fate, disclosing themselves, shall not leave us a 
possibility of being much mistaken. And yet, as to what 
jtlfe filial duty requires of her, we think she ought to 
marry. Mean time, I repeat, “God grant, that Lady 
Clementina now hold her mind!” 

Lady L. sends up her name. Formality in her^ surely. I 
will chide her. But here she comes.—I love, Harriet, to 
write to the moment; that’s a knack I had from you and 
my brother: And be sure continue it, on every occasion: 
^opatheticy/ithoxit it. 

Your servant. Lady L. 

And your servant. Lady G.—Writing.^ To whom.? 

To our Harriet— 

I will read your Letter— 3 hall I? 

Take it; but read it out, that I may know what I have 
written. • 
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Now give it me again. I’ll write down what you say to 
it, Lady L. *, 

Lady L. I say you are a whimsical creature. But I don’t 
like what you have laSl written. 

Charlotte. La§l written —’Tis down.—But why so, 
LadyL.? 

Lady L. How can you thus teaze our beloved Byron, 
with your conjedhxral evils.? 

Ch, Have I supposed an impossibility?—But ’tis down 
—Conjedural evils. 

Lady L. If you are so whimsical, write—“My dear 
Miss Byron’’— 

Ch. My dear Miss Byron —’Tis down. 

Lady L. (Looking over me) “Do not let what this 
strange Charlotte has written, grieve you:’’— 

Ch. Very well, Caroline 1 — grieve you .— 

Lady L. “Sufficient to the day is the evil thereof.” 

Ch. Well observed.—Words of Scripture, I believe. 
—Well— evil thereof. — ^ • 

Lady L. Never, surely, was there such a creature as 
you, Charlotte— 

Ch. That’s down, too.— 

Lady L. Is that down? laughing—That should not 
have been down—Yet ’tis true. 

Ch. Tet'tis true —What’s next? 

Lady L. Pish— 

Ch. Pish .— 

Lady L. Well, now to Harriet—“Clementina cannot 
alter her resolution; her objection ^ill subsiding. Her 
Love for my brother”— 

Ch. Hold, Lady L. Too mpch, at one time— Her Love 
for my brother — 

Lady L. “On which her apprehensions that she shall 
not be able, if she be his wife”— 
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Ch. Not so much at once, I tell you: It is too much for 
my giddy head to remember— if she be his wife — 

Lady L. —“to adhere to her own religion, are found¬ 
ed”— 

Ch. — founded. 

Lady L. “Is a security for her adherence to a resolu¬ 
tion so glorious to herself.” 

Ch. Well said. Lady L.—May it be so, say, and pray, L 
—Any more, Lady L. ? 

“Therefore”— 

Ch. Therefore — 

Lady L. “Regard not the perplexing Charlotte”— 

Ch. I thank you, Caroline— perplexing Charlotte — 

Lady L. “Is the advice of your ever-alFeftionate Sifter, 
Friend, and Servant,”— 

Ch. So I— Friend and Servant — 

Lady L. Give me the pen— 

Ch. Take another. She did—^and subscribed her name, 

“C. L.” , 

With all my heart, Harriet. And here, after I have 
repeated my hearty wishes, that nothing of this that I 
have so sagely apprehended may happen (for I desire not 
to be dubbed a witch so much at my own, as well as at 
your, expence), I will also subscribe that of 

Tour no less affeRionate Si§ler^ 

Friend^ and Servant^ 

CHARLOTTE G. 

My brbther says, he has sent you a Letter, and your 
grandmamma another—Full of grateful sensibili¬ 
ties, both, I make no queftion.—But no Flight, or 
Goddess-making absurdity, I dare say. You will 
give us copies, if you are as obliging z&you used to be. 
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LETTER XIII.* 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Mondayy Sept. 2 $. 

W HAT have I done to my Charlotte.? Is there not 
something cold and particular in your ^ile, espe¬ 
cially in that part of your Letter preceding the entrance 
of my good Lady L..? And in your Poftscript— Tou will 
^ve us copieSy if you are as obliging as you used to be, —Why 
should I, when likely to be more obliged to you than ever, 
be less obliging than before.? I can’t bear this from Lady 
G. Are you giving me a proof of the truth of your own 
observation.? “That we may be very differently affefted 
by the same event, when judged of at distance, and near.” 
—I could not support my spirits, if the Sigler of Sir 
Charles Grandison loved me the less for the di^linftion 
her Brother pays me. ^ 

And what, my dear, if Lady Clementina should relent, 
as you phrase it.?—My Friends might be now grieved— 
Well, and I might be ajffefted too, more than if the visit to 
my grandmamma had not been made. I own it.—But the 
high veneration I truly profess to have for Lady Clemen¬ 
tina, would be parade and pretension, if, whatever be¬ 
came of your Harriet, I did not resolve, in that case, to 
try, at leail, to make myself easy, and give up to her prior 
and worthier claim: And I should consider her ejfforty tho’ 
unsuccessful, as having intitled her to my highe^ e^leem. 
To what we know to be right, we ought to submit; the 
more difficult, the more meijtorious: And, in this case, 
your Harriet would conguer, or die. If she conquered, 
she would then, in that instance, be greater* than even 
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Clementina. O.my dear, we know not, till we have the 
trial, what emulation will enable a warm and hone^l mind 
to do. 

I will send you inclosed, copies of the two Letters 
transcribed by Lucy {a). I am very proud of them both; 
perhaps too proud; and it may be necessary that I should 
byiulled down; tho’ I expedfed it not from my Charlotte. 
“To be complimented in so noble and sincere a manner 
as you will see I am, with the power of laying an obliga¬ 
tion on him,” (instead of owing it to his compassionate 
consideration for a creature so long labouring in suspense, 
and then despairing that her hopes could be answered) is 
enough ^t the same time to flatter her vanity, and gratify 
the mo^ delicate sensibility. 

You will see “how gratefully he takes my grandmam¬ 
ma’s hint, that I knew how by experience to account for a 
double, a divided Love, as she is pleased to call it—and 
the preference my aunt, and herself, and I, have given to 
the claimcf Lady Clementina.” You, my dear, know our 
sincerity in this particular. There is some merit in own¬ 
ing a truth when it makes against us. To do justice in 
another’s case against one’s self, is, methinks, making at 
leaft a second merit for one’s self. “He asks my leave to 
attend me at Selby-house.”—I should rejoice to see him 
—But I could wish, methinks, that he had fir^ received 
Letters from abroad. But how can I hint my wishes to 
him without implying either doubt or reserve.?— Reserve, 
in the delay of his visit implied by such hint; doubt, of his 
being at liberty to pursue his intentions: That would not 
become me to shew; as it might make him think that I 
wanted prote^ations and assurances from him, in order 

(a) These Letters do not appear. The contents may be gathered from what 
she here says of them. 


f 
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to bindKim to me; when, if the situation be such as obliges 
him to balance but in thought^ and I could know it, I 
would die before I would accept of his hand. He has con¬ 
firmed and eftablished, as I may say, my pride (I had 
always some) by the diftinftion he has given me: Yet I 
should despise myself, if I found it gave me either arro¬ 
gance, or affeftation. “He is so considerate as to dispense 
with my answering his Letters;” for he is pleased to say, 
“That if I do not forbid him to come down, by my aunt 
Selby, or my grandmamma, he will presume upon my 
leave.” 

My uncle set out for Peterborough, in order to bring 
Mr. Deane with him to Selby-house. Poor Mr. Deane 
kept his chamber for a week before; yet had not let us 
know he was ill. He was forbid to go abroad for two days 
more; but was so overjoyed at what my uncle communi¬ 
cated to him, that he said, he was not sensible of ailing 
any-thing; and he would have come with my uncle next 
day, but neither he nor the do£lor would permit it: Bht 
on Tuesday he came.—Such joy!—Dear good man!— 
Such congratulations!—How considerable, to their hap¬ 
piness, do they all make that of their too-too much obliged 
Harriet! 

They have been in consultation often; but they have 
excluded me from some particular ones. I guess the sub- 
jeft; and beg of them, that I may not be too much obliged. 
What critical situations have I been in! When will they 
be at an end.? 

Mr. Deane has written to Sir Charles. I am not to 
know the contents of his Letter. The hearts of lis women, 
when we are urged to give way to a clandestine and unequal 
address, or when inclined to favour such a one, are apt, 
and are pleaded with, to rise again^ the notions of bar- 
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gain and SdXe. ^Smithfield bargains^ you Londoners call 
them; But unju^ is the odium, if preliminaries are neces¬ 
sary in all treaties of this nature. And surely previous 
^ipulations are indispensably so among us changeable 
mortals, however promising the sunshine may be at our 
setting out on the journey of life; a journey too that will 
not be ended but with the life of one of the travellers. 

If I ever were to be tempted to wish for great wealth, 
it would be for the sake of Sir Charles Grandison; that I 
might be a means of enlarging his power: Since I am 
convinced, that the necessities of every worthy person 
within the large circle of his acquaintance, would be re¬ 
lieved, according to his ability. 

My dear Emily!—Ah Lady G.! Was impossible for you 
to think, that my pity for the amiable Innocent should 
not increase my love of her! I will give you leave indeed to 
despise me, if you ever find any-thing in my behaviour to 
Emily, let me be circumstanced as I will, that shall shew 
an abatement of that tender aflTeftion which ever muSl 
warm my heart in her favour. Whenever I can promise 
any-thing for myself, then shall Emily be a partaker of 
my felicity, in the way her own heart shall direft. I hope, 
for her own sake, that the dear girl puts the matter right, 
when she attributes her sudden burSl of tears to the weak¬ 
ness of her spirits occasioned by her mother’s remorse: 
But let me say one thing; It would g ^eve me as muchj^s 
it did Sir Charles, in the CounFoiTBSK^ to 

ftandTri1th^"^w^ It Is not, yoii 

see7y?yur'?r(?/^<?r’s fault, that he is not the husband ^ 
LadjTnementma: She wishes Kim to marry an English 
womanl'^^^^^^^^ is even the kojpe of Lady Olivia fru^rgted 
by irrerTou know I always pitied her; and that before I 
knew, -froiti Sir Charles’s Letter to Signor Jeronymo, that 

£2 
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i ^she thought kindly of m e.—Lady Anne S.; Do you thinly 
[ my cfear^that woirtHy woman could havft'Kopies, we^t 
i me?—And could my Emily have any, were I .out 

ofthc'wprid?—No, surely: The very wardships which he 
executes vrfh'so much indulgent goodness to her, would 
exclude all such hopes, considerable enough as his eftate 
is, to answer a larger fortune than even Emily’s. Were 
hers not half so much as it is, it would perhaps be more 
likely than now, that his generous mind might be dis¬ 
posed in her favour, some years hence. 

Let me, however, tell you, that true sifterly pity over¬ 
whelmed my heart, when I fir^ read that part of your 
Letter which so pathetically describes her tender woe. 
Be the occasion her Duty, or her Love, or owing to a mix¬ 
ture of both, I am charmed with her beautiful simplicity: 
I wept over that part of your Letter for half an hour (for I 
was by myself); and more than once I looked round and 
round me, wishing for the dear creature to be near me, 
and wanting to clasp her to my bosom. 

Love me ^ill, and that as well as ever, my dear Lady 
G. or I shall want a great ingredient of happiness, in 
whatever situation I may be. I have written to thank my 
dear Lady L. for her goodness to me, in dictating to your 
pen; and I thank you, my dear, for being dictated to. I 
cannot be well. Send me but one line; ease my overbur¬ 
dened heart of one of its anxieties, by telling me that 
there has nothing passed of littleness in me, that has 
abated your Love to 

Tour ever-grateful, ever-aJffeSionate, 

HARRIET BYROn! 
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LETTER XIV. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Grosvenor-Square, Wedn. Sept. 27. 

F ly, Script^ of one line; on the wings of the wind, fly, 
to acquaint my Harriet, that I love her above all wo¬ 
men—and all men too; my brother excepted. Tell her, 
that I now love her with an increased Love; because I 
love her for his sake, as well as for her own. 

Forgive, my dear, all the carelesnesses, as you always 
did the flippancies, of my pen. The happy prospeft that 
all our wishes would be succeeded to us, had given a 
levity, a wantonness, to it. Wicked pen!—But I have 
burnt the whole parcel from which I took it!—Yet I 
should correct myself \ for I don’t know whether I did not 
intend to teaze a little: I don’t know whether my compas¬ 
sion for Emily did not make me more silly. If that were so 
(for really I suffered my pen to take its course at the time; 
therefore burnt it) I know you will the more readily for¬ 
give me. 

Littleness, Harriet! You are all that is great and good 
in woman. The littleness of others adds to your greatness. 
Have not my foibles always proved this?—No, my dear! 
you are as great, as—Clementina herself: And I love you 
better, if possible, than I love myself. 

A few lines more on other subjedls; for I can’t write a 
short Letter to my Harriet.— 

The Countess of D. has made my brother a visit. I hap¬ 
pened to be at his house. They were alone together near 
an hour. At going away, he attending her to her chair, she 
took my hand; All, all my hopes are over, said she; but I 
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will love Miss Byron, for all that. Nor shall yoa, Sir 
Charles, in the day of your power, deny .me my corres¬ 
pondent: Nor muffc you, madam, and Lady L. a friend¬ 
ship with Sir Charles Grandison’s two Sixers. 

Lady W. and my Siifer and I correspond. I want you 
to know her, that you may love her as well as we do. Love- 
matches, my dear, are foolish things. I know not how you 
will find it some time hence: No general rule, however, 
without exceptions, you know. Violent Love on one side, 
is enough in mnscience, if the other party be not a fool, or 
ungrateful :^prhe hover and Lovee make generally the 

t ’ appie^t couple. Mild, sedate convenience, is better than 
^ark staring-mad passion .The wall-climbers, the hedge 
nd ditch-leapers, the river-forders, the winddw-drop- 
ers, always find reason to think so. Who ever hears of 
arts, flames, Cupids, Venus’s, Adonis’s, and such-like 
onsense, in matrimony.'*—^Passion is transitory; but dis- 
retion, which never boils over, gives durable happiness, 
ee Lord and Lady W. Lord G. and his good wgman, for 
loanees. 

O my mad head! And why, think you, did I mention 
my corresponding with Lady W. ?—Only to tell you (and 
I had like to have forgot it) that she felicitates me in her 
la^, on the likelihood of a happy acquisition to our fam¬ 
ily, from what my brother communicated of his intention 
to make his addresses to Somebody—I warrant you guess 
to whom. 

Lady Anne S.—^Poor Lady Anne S.!—I dare not tell 
my brother how much she loves him: I am sure it would 
make him uneasy. 

Beauchamp desires his compliments to you. He is in 
great affliftion. Poor Sir Harry is thought irrecoverable. 
Different physicians have gone their rounds with him: 
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But the new ones only ask what the old ones did, that they. 
may guess at sgmething else to make trial of. When af 
patient has money, it is difficult, I believe^ for ap^sicianl 
to berhoheil, affdttrsa^till thelaSi: exTfe'mrty,^Tnat thel^ 

j^^'sdlTandSe'XlontnaytateMm. ’".. .. 

"Adieu," myTllove!—Adieu, all my grandmammas, 
aunts, cousins, and kin’s kin of Northamptonshire— 
Adieu! 

CHARLOTTE G. 


LETTER XV. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Tuesday^ Od. 3. 

A THOUSAND thanks to you, my dear Lady G. 

for the favour of your la^l: You have re-assured me 
in it. I think I could not have been happy even in the 
affeftion of Sir Charles Grandison, were I to have found 
an abatement in the Love of his two Siglers. Who, that 
knows you both, and that had been favoured with your 
friendship, could have been satisfied with the lea^ dimi¬ 
nution of it.? 

I have a Letter from the Countess of D {a). She is a 
mo^t generous woman. “She even congratulates me, on 
your brother’s account, from the conversation that pass¬ 
ed between him and her. She gives me the particulars of 
that conversation. Exceedingly flattering are they to my 
vanity.”* I mud, my dear, be happy, if you continue to 
love me; and if I can know that Lady Clementina is not 
unhappy. This latter is a piece of intelligence, necessary, 

(a) This Letter does not appear. 
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I was going to say, for my tranquillity: For can your bro¬ 
ther be happy, if that'L&dy be otherwise, Jvhose grievous 
malady could hold in suspense his generous heart, when 
he had no prospers at the time of ever calling her his? 

I pity from my heart Lady Anne S. What a dreadful 
thing is hopeless Love; the objeft so worthy, that every 
mouth is full of his praises! How many women will your 
brother’s preference of one, be she who she will, disap¬ 
point in their fir^t Loves 1 Yet out of a hundred women, 
how few are there, who, for one reason or other, have the 
man of their choice 1 

I remember, you once said, It was well that Love i s not 
a passion absolutely invincible; But, howeverTTTI?) not, 
my dear, agree with you in your notions of all Love- 
matches. Love rntrcly personal, that sort of Love which 
commences between the years of fifteen and twenty; and 
when the extraordinary merit of the object is not the 
foundation of it; may, I believe, and perhaps generally 
ought to, be subdued. But Love that is founded on a merit 
that every-body acknowleges—I don’t know what to say 
to the vincibility of such a Love. For myself, I think it im¬ 
possible that I ever could have been the wife of any man 
on earth but one, and given him my affeftion in so entire 
a manner, as should, on reflexion, have acquitted my own 
heart; Tho’ I hope I should not have been wanting in my 
general duties—^And why impossible? Because I muft 
have been conscious, that there was another man whom I 
would have preferred to him. Let me add, that when pro¬ 
spers were darkeT with regard to my wishes, I promised 
my grandmamma and aunt, to make myself easy, at lea^, 
to endeavour to do so, if they never would propose to me 
khe Earl of D. or any other mam Xhey did promise me. 

Lady D. in her Letter to mef^'is so good as to claim the 
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continuance of my correspondence.” Mo^ ungrateful, 
and equally self-denying, muft I be, if I were to decline 
my part of it. 

I have a Letter from Sir Rowland Meredith (<*). You, 
who have seen his former Letters to me, need not be 
shewn this. The same honeft heart appears in them all; 
the same kind professions of paternal love. You love Sir 
Rowland; and will be pleased to hear that his worthy 
nephew is likely to recover his health. I cannot, however, 
be joyful that they are resolved to make me soon one 
more visit. But you will see that Mr. Fowler thinks, if he 
could be allowed to visit me once more, he should, tho’ 
hoping nothing from the visit, be easier for the reft of his 
life. A ftrRnge way of thinking! supposing Love to bd his 
diftemper: Is it not.^ 

I have a Letter from Mr. Fenwick. He is arrived at his 
seat near Daventry. He has made a very short excursion 
abroad. He tells me in it, that he designs me a visit on a 
particular subjeft. If it be, as I suspeft, to engage my 
intereft with my Lucy, he shall not have her: He is not 
worthy of her. 

The friendship and favour of Lady W. is one of the 
great felicities which seem to offer to bless my future lot. 

Mr. Greville is the moft persevering, as well as moft 
audacious, of men. As other men endeavour to gain a 
woman’s affeftions by politeness; he makes pride, ill- 
nature, and impetuosity, the proofs of his Love; and 
thinks himself ill used, especially since his large acquisi¬ 
tion of fortune, that they are not accepted as such. He has 
obliged Mr. Deane to hear his pleas; and presumed to 
hope for his favour. Mr. Deane frankly told him, that his 
intereft lay quite another way. He then insolently threat- 

(a) This Letter appears not. 
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ened with deilruftion, the man, be he who he will, that 
shall ^and in his way. He doubts not, Jie says, but Sir 
Charles Grandison is the man designed: But if so cool a 
Lover is to be encouraged against so/i?ry^«/a one as him¬ 
self, he is mi^aken in all his notions of womens conduct 
andjudgments in Love-matters. A discreet'L.ovtt, he says, 
is an unnatural charadler: Women, the odious wretch 
s^tys, love to be devoured (Is he not an odious wretch?); 
find if Miss Byron can content herself with another wo¬ 
man’s leavings, for that, he says, he is well informed is the 
case, he knows what he shall think of her spirit. And then 
he threw out, as usual, reflexions on our Sex, which had 
.malic e in them. 

This man’s threats difturb me. God grant that your 
brother may not meet with any more embarrasments 
from insolent men, on my account! 

If these men, this Greville in particular, would let me 
be at peace, I should be better, I believe, in my health: 
But Lady F ramp ton is his advocate, by Letter. He watches 
my foot^eps, and, in every visit I make, throws himself 
in the way: And on Sundays he is always ready with his 
officious hand, as I alight to enter the church; and to lead 
me back to my uncle’s coach. My uncle cannot affront 
him, because he will not be affronted by him. He raillies 
off, with an intrepidity that never was exceeded, all that 
my aunt says to him. I repulse him with anger every¬ 
where but in a place so public, and so sacred. He di^urbs 
my devotion, with his faring eyes, always fixed on our 
pew; which draw every one’s after them. He has the 
assurance, when he intrudes himself into my company, tp 
laugh off my anger; telling me, that it is what he has long 
wished for; and that now he is so much used to it, that he 
can live on my frowns, and cannot support life without 
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them. He plainly tells me, that Mr. Fenwick’s arrival 
from abroad, aivd another certain person’s also, are the 
occasion of his resumed sedulity. 

Every-body about us, in short, is intere^ed for or 
against him. He makes me appear coy and ridiculous. 
He—^But no more of this bold man. Would to Heaven 
that some one of those who like such, would relieve me 
from him I 

Visiters, and the po^, oblige me, sooner than I other¬ 
wise should, to conclude myself, my dear Lady G. 

Ever Tours, 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XVI. 

Mr. Deane, To .Sir Charles Grandison. 

Selby-house, Tuesday, 0 ( 1 . 3. 

AN alliance more acceptable, were it with a prince, 
could not be proposed, than that which Sir Charles 
Grandison, in a manner so worthy of himself, has pro¬ 
posed with a family who have thought themselves under 
obligation to him, ever since he delivered the darling of it 
from the lawless attempts of a savage Libertine. I know 
to whom I write; and will own, that it has been my wish, 
in a mo^l particular manner. 

As to the surviving part of the family, exclusive of Miss 
Byron (fdr I will mention her parents by-and-by) it is, in 
all its branches, worthy. Iijdeed, Sir, your wish of a rela- 
"tion to them, is not a discredit to your high charafter. As 
to the young Lady—I say nothing of her—Y et how shall 
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I forbear?—O Sir, believe me! she will dignify your 
choice. Her duty, and her inclination^ through every 
relation of life, were never divided. 

Excuse me. Sir—No parent was ever more fond of his 
child than I have been, from her infancy, of this my daugh¬ 
ter by adoption. Hence, Sir, being consulted on this occa¬ 
sion, as my affeftion, I will say, for the whole family, 
deserves, I take upon me to acquaint you, before any fur¬ 
ther ^eps are taken, what our dear child’s fortune will 
be: For it has been always my notion, that a young gen¬ 
tleman, in such a case, should, the moment he offers him¬ 
self, if his own proposals are acceptable, be spared the 
indelicacy of asking que^ions as to fortune. We know. 
Sir, yours is great: But as your spirit is princely, you 
ought to have something worthy of your own fortune 
with a wife. But here, alas! we mu^l fail, I doubt; at leaft, 
in hand. 

Mr. Byron was one of the be^l of men; his Lady a moft 
excellent woman: There never was a happier pair. Both 
had reason to boa^ of their ancestry. His e^ate was up¬ 
wards of Four thousand pounds a year; but it was entailed, 
and, in failure of male heirs, was to descend to a second 
branch of the family which had made itself the more un¬ 
worthy of it, by settling in a foreign country, renouncing, 
as I may say, its own. hdr. Byron died a young man, and 
left his Lady ensient\ but grief tor losing mm, occasioned 
fir^ her miscarriage, and then her death; and the e^ate 
followed the name. Hence, be pleased to know, that Miss 
Byron’s fortune, in her own right, is no more than be¬ 
tween Thirteen and Fourteen thousand pouhds. It is 
chiefly in the funds. It has bpen called 15,000 /. but is 
not much more than thirteen. Her grandmother’s joint¬ 
ure is between 4 and 500 /. a year. We none ofus wish to 
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see my god-daughter in possession of it: She herself leaft 
of all. Mrs. Shirley is called, by every one that knows her, 
or speaks of her. The ornament of old age. Her husband, 
an excellent man, desired her to live always in the man¬ 
sion-house, and in the hospitable way he had ever kept 
up, if what he left her would support her in it. She has 
been longer spared to the prayers of her friends, and to 
those of the poor, than was apprehended; for she is infirm 
in health. She therefore can do but little towards the in¬ 
crease of her child’s fortune. But Shirley-manor is a fine 
old seat. Sir!—^And there is timber upon the e^ate, which 
wants but ten years growth, and will be felled to good 
account. Mr. Selby is well in the world. He proposes, as a 
token of his love, to add 3000 /. in hand to his niece’s for¬ 
tune ; and by his will, something very considerable, fur¬ 
ther expeftant on his Lady’s death; who being Miss By¬ 
ron’s aunt, by the father’s side, intends by her will to do 
very handsomely for her.—By the way, my dear Sir, be 
assured, that what I write is absolutely unknown to Miss 
Byron. 

There is a man who loves her as he loves himself. This 
man has laid by a sum of money every year for the advanc¬ 
ing her in marriage, beginning with the fifth year of her 
life, when it was seen what a hopeful child she was: This 
has been put at accumulated interest; and it amounts, in 
sixteen years, or thereabouts, to very near 8000 /. This 
man. Sir, will make up the Eight thousand Ten, to be 
paid on the day of marriage: And I hope, without pro¬ 
mising for what this man will do further at his death, that 
you will accept of this Five or Six-and-twenty thousand 
Pounds, as the chearfullo^ given and be^f-be^owed 
money that ever was laid out. 

Let nofthese particulars pain you. Sir: They should 
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not: The subjefl is a necessary one. You, who ought to 
give way to the increase of that power which you so nobly 
use, mu^ not be pained at this mention, once for all. 
Princes, Sir, are not above asking money of their people 
as free-gifts, on the marriage of their children. He that 
would be greater than a prince, may, before he is aware, 
be less than a gentleman. Of this Ten thousand pounds. 
Eight is Miss Byron’s due, as she is likely to be so happy 
with all our consents; else it would not: For that was the 
man’s reserved condition; and the sum, or the designa¬ 
tion of it, was till this day only known to himself. 

As to settlements in return, I would have afted the 
lawyer, but the honeil lawyer, with you, Sir, and made 
demands of you; but Mr. and Mrs. Selby, and Mrs. 
Shirley, unanimously declare, that you shall not be pre¬ 
scribed to in this case. Were you not Sir Charles Grandi- 
son.? was the question. I was against leaving it to you, for 
that very reason. It will be, said I, to provoke such a man 
as Sir Charles to do too much. Moft other mep ought to 
be spurred; but this mu^ be held in. But, however, I 
acquiesced; and the more easily, because I expedt that the 
deeds shall pass through my hands; and I will take care 
that you shall not, in order to give a proof of Love where 
it is not wanted, exert an inadequate generosity. 

These matters I thought it was absolutely necessary to 
apprise you of: You will have the goodness to excuse any 
imperfedtions in my manner of writing. There are none 
in my heart, when I assure you, that no man breathing 
can more respedtyou, than. Sir, 

• 

Tour moSlfaithful and 

obedient'humble Servant^ 

THOMAS MANE. 
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•LETTER XVII. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To Tho. Deane, Esq, 

Thursday,, Oil. 5. 

Y O U know not, my dear Mr. Deane, upon what an 
unthankful man you would beftow your favours. I 
pretend not to be above complying with the laudable 
customs of the world. Princes are examples to themselves. 
I have always in things indifferent, been willing to take 
the world as I find it; and conform to it. 

To say Miss Byron is a treasure in herself, is what 
every man would say, who has the honour to know her: 
Yet I would not, in a vain orientation, as the interen of a 
man and his wife is one, make a compliment to my affec¬ 
tion by resigning, or giving from her, her natural right; 
especially,as there is no one of her family that wants to be 
benefited by such gifts or resignations. But then I will not 
allow, that any of her friends shall part with what is 
theirs, to supply—What .?—A supposed deficiency in her 
fortune. And by whom,, as implied by you, supposed a 
deficiency.?—By me; and it is left to me to confirm the 
imputation by my acceptance of the addition so gener¬ 
ously, as to the intention, offered. Had I incumbrances on 
my eftate, which, undischarged, would involve in diffi¬ 
culties the woman I love; I know not what, for her sake, I 
might be tempted to do. But avarice only can induce a 
man, who wants it not, to accept of the bounty of a Lady’s 
friends, in their life-time e^ecially—When those friends 
are not either father or mother; one of them not a relation 
by blood, tho’ he is by a nearer tie, that of Love: And is 



8o History 0/ [Vol. 5. 

not thefortune which the Lady possesses, in her own right, 
an ample one? • 

I am as rich as I wish to be, my dear Mr. Deane, Were 
my income less^ I would live within it; were it more., it 
would increase my duties. Permit me, my good Sir, to 
ask. Has the Man, as you call him (and a Man indeed he 
appears to me to be) who intends to make so noble a pre¬ 
sent to a stranger, no relations, no friends, who would 
have reason to think themselves unkindly treated, if he 
gave from them such a large portion of his fortune? 

I would not be thought romantic; neither aim I at 
oftentation. I would be as glad to follow, as to set, a good 
example. Can I have a nobler, if Miss Byron honours 
me with her hand, than she, in that case, will give in 
preferring me to the Earl of D. a worthy man, with a 
much more splendid fortune than mine? Believe me, my 
dear Mr. Deane, it would, on an event so happy, be a 
reftraint to my own joy before friends so kindly contribu¬ 
ting to the increase of her fortune, left they should ima¬ 
gine that their generosity, on the occasion, was one of the 
motives of my gratitude to her for her goodness to me. 

You tell me, that Miss Byron knows nothing of your 
proposals; I beseech you, let her not know any-thing of 
them; Abase not so much, in her eyes, the man who pre¬ 
sumes on her favour for the happiness of the reft of his 
life, by supposing (Tear supposition. Sir, may have weight 
with her') he could value her the more for such an addi¬ 
tion to her fortune. No, Sir: Let Miss Byron (satisfied 
with the consciousness of a worth which all the world 
acknowleges) in one of the moft solemn events 6f her lifey 
look round among her congratulating friends with that 
modeft confidence which the sense of laying a high obli¬ 
gation on a favoured objeft gives to diffident merit; and 
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which the receiving of favours from all her friends, as if to 
supply a supposed defeftive worth, mu^ either abate; or, 
if it do not, make her think less of the interefted man, who 
could submit to owe such obligations. 

If these friendly expo^ulations conclude again^l the 
offer of your generous friend^ they equally do so against 
that of Mr. Selby. Were that Gentleman and his Lady 
parents of Miss Byron, the case would be different: 
But Miss Byron’s fortune is an ascertained one; and Mr. 
Selby has relations who ^tand in an equal degree of con¬ 
sanguinity to him, and who are all intitled, by their wor¬ 
thiness, to his favour. My beft respefts and thanks are 
however due; and I beg you will make my acknowlege- 
ments accordingly, as well to your worthy friend^ as to 
Mr. Selby. 

I take the liberty to send you down the rent-roll of my 
English estate. Determine for me as you please, my deare^ 
Mr. Deane: Only take this caution—Affront me not a 
second tiijie; but let the settlements be such, as may be 
fully answerable to my fortune; altho’, in the common 
methods of calculation, it may exceed that of the dear 
Lady. That you may be the better judge of this, you will 
find a brief particular of my Irish Estate, subjoined to the 
other. 

I was intending, when I received yours, to do myself 
the honour of a visit to Selby-house. I am impatient to 
throw myself at the feet of my dear Miss Byron, and to 
commend myself to the favour of Mr. and Mrs. Selby, 
and every one of a family I am prepared by their cha- 
rafters, as well as by their relation to Miss Byron, to 
revere and love. But as you ^eem to choose that the requi¬ 
site preliminaries should be fir^ adjured by pen and ink, 

I submit, feho’ with reluftance, to that course; but with 

g 
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the less, as I may, in the interim, receive Letters from 
abroad, which, tho’ they can now mafce no alteration 
with regard to the treaty so happily begun, may give me 
an opportunity of laying the whole ^ate of my affairs 
before Miss Byron; by which means she will be enabled 
to form ajudgment of them, and of the heart of, dear Sir, 

Her and your moSl affeHionate^ 

obliged^ andfaithful 

humble Servant^ 

CH. GRANDISON. 


LETTER XVIII. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

\With the two preceding Letters.'] 

Selby-house.) Sat. 0 £t. 7. 

W ELL did you observe, my dear, that we may be 
very differently affefted by the same event, when 
judged of at a di^ance, and near. May I, in the present 
situation, presume to say near? Mr. Deane has entered 
into the particulars of my fortune with Sir Charles. The 
Letter was not shewn me before it went; and I was not 
permitted to see the copy of it till your brother’s answer 
came; and then they shewed me both. 

O my dear Mr. Deane! my ever-kind uncle and atxnt 
Selby! was not your Harriet Byron too much obliged to 
you before?—As to your Brother, What, my IcfVe, shall L 
do with my pride? I did not lyiow I had so much of that 
bad quality. My poverty, my dear, has added to my pride. 
Were my fortune superior to that of your brother, I am 
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sure I should not be so proud as I now, on this occasion, 
find I am, Howigenerously does he decline accepting the 
goodness that was offered to give me more consideration 
with him (as kindly intended by them) 1 What can I say to 
him, but that his heart, ^ill prouder than my own, and 
more generous than that of any other person breathing, 
will not permit me to owe uncommon obligations to any 
but himself? 

He desires that I may not know any-thing of this trans¬ 
action : But they thought the communication would give 
me pleasure. However, they wish me not to take notice to 
him, when he visits Selby-house, that they have commu¬ 
nicated it to me. If I did, I should think myself obliged to 
manifest*a gratitude that would embarrass me, in my 
present situation, and seem to fetter the freedom of my 
will. Millions of obligations should not bribe me to give 
up even a corner of my heart, to a man to whom I could 
not give the whole. Your brother, my dear, is in posses¬ 
sion of th^ whole. 

You know that I hate affeCfation: But muft I not have 


great abatements in my prospers of happiness, because 
of Lady Clementina? And mu^ they not be §iill greater, 
should she be unhappy, should she repent of the resolu¬ 
tion she so nobly took, for his saying, that whatever be 
the contents of his next Letters from Italy, they can make 


no alteration with regard to the treaty begun with us.^— 
Dear, dear Clementina! moft excellent of women 1 Can I 
bear to ^land in the way of your happiness.^—I cannot— 
]!dy life, any more than yours, may not be a long one; and 
tt will nor sully the whiteness of it (Pardon my vanity; I 
presume to call it so, on rgtrospefting it, regarding my 
intentions only) by giving way to an aft of injuftice, tho* it 
prere to obtain for me the whole heart of the man I love .} 
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Yet think you, my dear, that I am not mortified? “How 
can I look round upon my congratulating friends, in one 
of the moil solemn events of my life, with that modeil 
confidence which the sense of laying an obligation on a 
favoured objedl” (You know in whose generous words I 
express myself) “gives to diffident merit?” O my Char¬ 
lotte 11 am afraid of your brother! How shall I look up to 
him, when I next see him?—But I will give way to this 
new gueil, my pride. What other way have I?—Will you 
forgive me, if I try to look upon your brother’s generosity 
to me and my friends, in declining so greatly their offers, 
as a bribe to make me sit down satisfied with half, nay, not 
half, a heart?—^And now will you not say, that I am proud 
indeed? But his is the moft delicate of human minds: 
And shall not the woman pretend to some delicacy who 
has looked up to him? 

I thought of writing but a few lines in the cover of the 
two Letters, I hope I should not incur displeasure from 
any-body here, were they to know I send themjto you for 
your perusal. But let only Lord G. your other Self, and 
Lord and Lady L. read them, and return them by the 
next po^. I know you four will pity the poor and proud 
girl, who is so inexpressibly obliged almoft to every one 
she knows; but who, believe he ^ytrg ud as she is, never 
will be ashamed to own her obligatiohsrto ’fSuT’and to 
LadyL. 

Witness^ 

HARRIET BYRON. 
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LETTER XIX. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Grosvenor-Square, Tuesday^ 061 . 10. 

I R E T U R N your two Letters: Very good ones, both. 

I like them. Lord L. and Lord G. thank you for allow¬ 
ing them to peruse them. We will know nothing of the 
matter. 

My brother will soon be with you, I believe. I wish 
Dr. Bartlett were in town: One should then know some¬ 
thing of the motions of my brother—Not that he is re¬ 
served, neither. But he is so much engaged, that I go four 
times to St. James’s Square, and perhaps do not see him 
once. My Lord had the assurance to say, but yesterday, 
that I was there more than at home. He is very imperti¬ 
nent: I believe he has taken up my sauciness. I laid it 
down, and thought to resume it occasionally; but when I 
came to look for it, behold! it was gone!—But I hope, if 
he has it not, it is only mislaid. I intend, if it come not 
soon to hand, to set the parish-crier to proclaim the loss, 
with a reward for the finder. It might be the ruin of some 
indiscreet woman, should such a one meet with it, and try 
to use it. Aunt Eleanor [There I remembred myself: No 
more aunt Nell!] is as joyful, to think her nephew will 
soon be married, and to an English woman, as if she were 
going to be married herself. Were there to be a wedding 
in the family, or among her acquaintance, once a year! 
what with preparation, what with solemnization, good 
old soul! she would live foaever. Chide again, Harriet; I 
value it not. Yet in your la<t chiding you were excessively 
grave: But I forgive you. Be good, and write me every- 



86 7 %i? History o/ [¥01.5. 

thing how and about it; and write to thq moment: You 
cannot be too minute. • 

I want you to see Lady Olivia’s presents: They are 
princely. I want to see a Letter she wrote to my brother: 
He mentioned it as something extraordinary. When you 
are his, you muft shew me all he writes, that you are per¬ 
mitted to have in your power long enough to transcribe. 
He and she correspond. Do you like that, Harriet?— 
Lady L. writes: Emily writes. So I have only to say, I am 

Tour humble Servant^ and so-forth, 

CH. G. 


LETTER XX. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Selby-house, Thursday,•Oil. 12. 

My dear Lady G. 

I E XP E C T your brother every hour. I hope he comes 
in pursuance of Letters from Italy!—May it be sol 
and such as will not abate his welcome I 

We heard by accident of his approach, by a farmer, 
tenant to my uncle; who saw a fine gentleman, very hand¬ 
somely attended, alight, as he left Stratford, at the very 
inn where we baited on our return from London. As a 
dinner was preparing for him, perhaps, my dear, he will 
dine in the very room we dined in at that time. The farmen 
had the curiosity to ask who he was; and was answered by 
the moft courteous gentleman’s servants he ever spoke 
to, that they had the honour to serve Sir Charles Grandi- 
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son. And the farmer having said he was of Northampton; 
one of them asl^d him, How far Selby-house was from 
that town.? The farmer was obliged to hurry home on his 
own affairs; and meeting my uncle with Mr. Deane, and 
my cousin James Selby, taking an airing on horseback, 
told him the visiter he was likely to have. My uncle in¬ 
stantly dispatched his servant to us with the tidings, and 
that he was gone to meet him, in hopes of conducing 
him hither. 

This news gave me so much emotion, being not well 
before, that my aunt advised me to retire to my closet, 
and endeavour to quiet my spirits. 

Here then I am, my dear Lady G. and the writing- 
implements being always at hand in this place, I took up 
my pen. It is not possible for me to write at this time, but 
to you, and on this subjeft. It is good for a busy mind to 
have something to be employed in; and I think, now I am 
amusing myself on paper, my heart is a little more gov¬ 
ernable than it was. 

I am gfad we heard of his coming before we saw him, 
But surely Sir Charles Grandison should not have at¬ 
tempted to surprise us: Should he, my dear? Does it not 
look like the pride of a man assured of a joyful welcome? 
I have read of Princes, who, acquainted with their Ladies 
by picture only, and having been married by pro^, have 
set out to their frontiers incognito^ and in disguise have 
affefted to surprise the poor apprehensive bride.—But 
here, not only circum^ances differ, since there has been 
no betrothment; but were he of princely rank, I should 
have expedled a more delicate treatment from him.— 

How will the consciousness of inferiority and obliga¬ 
tion set a proud and punftilious mind upon hunting for 
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occasions to justify its caprices!— A servant of Sir Charles 
is ju^l arrived with a billet diredted for jny uncle Selby. 
My aunt opened it. It is dated from Stratford. The con¬ 
tents are, after compliments of enquiry of our healths, to 
acquaint my uncle, that he shall put up at the George at 
Northampton, this night; and hopes to be allowed to pay 
his compliments to us to-morrow morning, at breakfast; 
so he did not intend to give himself the consequence, of 
which my capricious heart was so apprehensive. Yet then, 
as if resolved to find fault. Is not this a little too parading 
for his natural freedom? thought I: Or does he think we 
should not be able to outlive our joyful surprize, if he 
gave us not notice of his arrival in these parts before he 
saw us.?—O Clementina!—Goddess! Angel!'What a 
mere mortal, what a woman, doft thou make the poor 
Harriet Byron appear in her own eyes! How apprehen¬ 
sive of coming after thee! The sense I have of my own 
littleness, will make me little, indeed. 

Well, but I presume, that if my uncle and Mr. Deane 
meet him, they will prevail on him to come hither this 
night: Yet I suppose he muft be allowed to go to the pro¬ 
posed inn afterwards.—But here, he is come!—Come, 
indeed!—My uncle in the chariot with him! My cousin 
and Mr. Deane, Sally tells me, ju^ alighted. Sally adores 
Sir Charles Grandison—Begone, Sally. Thy emotions, 
foolish wench, add to those of thy mistress!— 

That I might avoid the appearance of aflPeftation, I , 
was going down to welcome him, when I met my uncle 
on the ftairs. Niece Byron, said he, you have not done 
justice to Sir Charles Grandisop. I thought your Lovesick 
heart [What words were these, my dear! and at that mo¬ 
ment too!] mu^l have been partial to him. He.prevailed 
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on me to go into his chariot. You may think yourself very 
happy. For fifteen miles together did he talk of nobody 
but you, Let me go down with you: Let me present you to 
him. 

I had before besought my spirits to befriend me but 
for one half-hour. Surely there is nothing so unwelcome 
as an unseasonable je^t. Present me to him! Love-sick heart! 
O my uncle! thought I. I was unable to proceed. I haften- 
ed back to my closet, as much disconcerted as a child 
could be, who, having taken pains to get its lesson by 
heart, dashed by a chiding countenance, forgot every 
syllable of it when it came to say it. You know, my dear, 
that I had not of some time been well. My spirits were 
weak, and joy was almoft as painful to me as grief could 
have been. 

My aunt came up—My love, why don’t you come 
down.?—What now! Why in tears!—You will appear, to 
the fineft man I ever saw in my life, very particular!— 
Mr. Deai^e is in love with him: Your cousin James— 

Dear madam, I am already, when I make comparisons 
between him and myself, humbled enough with his ex¬ 
cellencies. I did intend to avoid particularity; but my 
uncle has quite disconcerted me—Yet he always means 
well: I ought not to complain. I attend you, madam. 

Can you. Lady G. forgive my pride, my petulance.^ 

My aunt went down before me. Sir Charles haftened 
to me, the moment I appeared, with an air of respeftful 
Love. 

He took my hand, and bowing upon it, I rejoice to see 
my dear Miss Byron; and to see her so well. How many 
sufiFerers mu^t there be, wh^n you suffer! 

I bid him welcome to England. I hope he heard me: I 
could not help speaking low: He muft observe my dis- 
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composure. He led me to a seat, and sat down by me, ^lill 
holding my hand. I withdrew it not presently, left he 
should think me precise: But, as there were so many per¬ 
sons present, I thought it was free in Sir Charles Grandi- 
son. Yet perhaps he could not well quit it, as I did not 
withdraw it; so that the fault might be rather in my pas¬ 
siveness, than in his forwardness. 

However, I asked my aunt afterwards. If his looks 
were not those of a man assured of success; as indeed he 
might be from my grandmother’s Letter, and my silence 
to his. She said, there was a manly freedom in his address 
to me; but that it had such a mixture of tenderness in it, 
that never, in her eyes, was freedom so becoming. While 
he was reftrained by his situation, added she, no wonder 
that he treated you with respeft only, as a Friend\ but 
now he finds himself at liberty to address you, his beha¬ 
viour ought, as a Lover^ to have juft been what it was. 

Sir Charles led me into talk, by mentioning you and 
LadyL. your two Lords, and my Emily. ^ 

My uncle and aunt withdrew, and had some little can¬ 
vassings, it seems, [All their canvassings are those of 
assured Lovers] about the propriety of my uncle’s invita¬ 
tion to Sir Charles to take up his residence, while he was 
in these parts, at Selby-house. My uncle, at coming in, 
had direfted Sir Charles’s servants to put up their horses: 
But they, not having their mafter’s orders to do so, held 
themselves in readiness to attend him; as they knew that 
Sir Charles had given directions to his gentleman, Rich¬ 
ard Saunders, who brought the billet to my uncle, to go 
back to Northampton, and provide apartments for him at 
the George inn there. , 

My aunt, who you know is a perfeft judge of points of 
decorum, pleaded to my uncle, that it was too well known 
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among our seleft friends, by Mr. Greville’s means, that 
Sir Charles had never before made his addresses to me; 
and that therefore, tho’ he was to be treated as a man whose 
alliance is considered as an honour to us; yet that some 
measures were to be kept, as to the look of the thing; and 
that the world might not conclude that I was to be won at 
his very fir^ appearance; and the rather, as Mr. Gre¬ 
ville’s violence, as well as virulence, was so well known. 

My uncle was petulant. /, said he, am always in the 
wrong: You women, never. He ran into all those pecu¬ 
liarities of words, for which you have so often raillied 
him—His adsheart^ his female scrupulosities, his What a 
pize, his hatred of shilly-shally's fiddle-faddles, and the 
re^l of our female nonsenses, as he calls them. He hoped to 
salute his niece, as Lady Grandison, in a fortnight: What 
a duce was the matter it could not be so, both sides now of a 
mind.?—He warned my aunt, and bid her warn me, 
against affeftation, now the crisis was at hand. Sir Charles 
he said, wQuld think meanly of us, if we were silly: And 
then came in another of his odd words: Sir Charles, he 
said, had been so much already bamboozled, that he would 
not have patience with us; and therefore, and for all these 
reasons, as he called them, he desired that Sir Charles 
might not be suffered to go out of the house, and to an 
inn; and this as well for the propriety of the thing, as for 
the credit of his own invitation to him. 

My aunt replied, that Sir Charles himself vfOvXd expeft 
delicacy from us. It was evident, that he expefted not (no 
doubt for the sake of the world’s eye) to reside in the 
house with me on his firU visit, by his having ordered his 
servant who brought the billet, to take apartments for 
him at Northampton, even not designing to visit us over¬ 
night, had’he not been met by Mr. Deane and himself. 
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wApersuaded to come. In short, my dear, said my aunt, I 
am as much concerned about Sir Charles’s own opinion 
of our condudl, as for that of the world; Yet you know, 
that every genteel family around us expeft examples from 
us, and Harriet. If Sir Charles is not with us, the oftener 
he visits us, the more respeftfiil it will be conftrued. I 
hope he will live with us all day, and every day: But in¬ 
deed it mu^l be as a visiter, not as an inmate. 

Why then bring me olF some-how, that I may not 
seem the blunderer you are always making me by your 
documents —Will you do that? 

When my uncle and aunt came in, they found Sir 
Charles, and Mr. Deane, and me, talking. Our subjeft 
was, the happiness of Lord and Lady W, and the whole 
Mansfield family, with whom Mr. Deane, who began 
the discourse, is well acquainted. Sir Charles arose, at 
their entrance. The night draws on, said he—I will do 
myself the honour of attending you, madam, and this 
happy family, at tea in the morning.—My good Mr. 
Selby, I had a design upon you, and Mr. Deane, and 
upon you, young gentleman (to my cousin James) as I 
told you on the road; but it is now too late. Adieu, till to¬ 
morrow.—He bowed to each, to me profoundly, kissing 
my hand, and went to his chariot. 

My uncle whispered my aunt, as we all attended him 
to that door of the hall which leads into the court-yard, to 
invite him to ^ay. Hang punftilio! he said. 

My aunt wanted to speak to Sir Charles; yet, she own¬ 
ed, she knew not what to say: Such a conscious aukward- 
ness had indeed possession of us both, as made ds uneasy*: 
We thought all was not right j yet knew not that we were 
wrong. But when Sir Charles’s chariot drove way with 
him, and we took our seats, and supper was talked of, we 
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all of us shewed dissatisfadtion; and my uncle was quite 
out of humour. iHe would give a thousand pounds, he 
said, with all his heart and soul, to find in the morning. 
Sir Charles, instead of coming hither to breakfa^l, had 
set out on his return to London. 

For my part. Lady G. I could not bear these recrimina¬ 
tions. I begged to be excused sitting down to supper. I 
was not well; and this odd situation added uneasiness to 
my indisposition; A dissatisfadlion, that I find will min¬ 
gle with our highe^ enjoyments: Nor were the beloved 
company I left, happier. They canvassed the matter with 
so much good-natured earnestness, that the supper was 
taken away, as it was brought, at a late hour. 

What, 'my dear Lady G. in your opinion, should we 
have done.? Were we right, or were we wrong? Over¬ 
delicacy, as I have heard observed, is under-delicacy. 
You, my dear, your Lord, our Emily, and Dr. Bartlett, 
all Standing in so well-known a degree of relation to Sir 
Charles Grandison, were our moSt welcome gueSts: And 
was not the brother to be received with equal warmth of 
respedt.?—O no! CuStom, it seems, tyrant cuStom, and 
the apprehended opinion of the world, obliged us (espe¬ 
cially as so much buStle had been made about me, by men 
so bold, so impetuous) to shew him—Shew him what.?— 
In effeft, that we had expectations upon him, which we 
could not have upon his brother and siSter; and therefore, 
because we hoped he would be more near, we were to 
keep him at th.e greater distance!—What an indirect ack- 
nowlegement was this in his favour, were there room for 
him to doubt 1 Which, however, there could not be. What 
would I give, said my aunt,to me, this moment, to know 
his thoughts of the matter 1 

Lucy and Nancy will be here at dinner; so will my 
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grandmamma. She has, with her usual enquiries after my 
health, congratulated me by this line, sejled up. 

“I long, my be^f Love, to embrace you, on the joyful 
occasion. I need say no more, than that I think myself, at 
this infant, one of the happiest of women. I shall dine 
with you to-day. Adieu, till then, joy of my heart, my own 
Harriet!” 

Lucy, in a Billet ju^ now brought, written for herself 
and Nancy, on the intelligence sent her of Sir Charles’s 
arrival, expresses herself thus: 

‘‘Our joy is extreme I Blessings on the Man TBlessings 
attend our Harriet 1 They mu^f: Sir Charles Grandison 
brings them with himself. Health now will return to our 
lovely cousin. We long to see the man of whom we have 
heard so much. We will dine with you. Tell Sir Charles, 
before we come, that you love us dearly: It shall make us 
redouble our endeavours to deserve your love. Your de¬ 
clared friendship, and love of us, will give consequence to 

LUCY '\cT7T TIV ” 

NANCY/^^^^^ • 

We are now in expedfation—My aunt and I, tho’ 
early risers, hurried ourselves to get every-thing, that 
however is never out of order, in higher order. Both of us 
have a kind of consciousness of defeft, where yet we can¬ 
not find reason for it: If we did, we should supply it. Yet 
we are careful that every-thing has a natural, not an extra¬ 
ordinary, appearance—Ease, with propriety, shall be our 
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aim. My aunt say^s, that were the King to make us a visit, 
she is sure she could not have a greater desire to please.— 
I will go down, that I may avoid the appearance of parade 
and reserve, when he comes. 

Here, in her closet, again, is your poor Harriet. Surely 
the determined single ^tate is the happiest of lives, to 
young women, who have the greatness of mind to be 
above valuing the admiration and flatteries of the other 
Sex. What tumults, what a contrariety of passions, break 
the tranquillity of the woman who yields up her heart to 
Love?—No Sir Charles Grandison, my dear!—Yet Ten 
o’clock!—He is a very prudent man!—No expectations 
hurry or discompose him 1 Charming Readiness of Soul! A 
fine thing for himself, but far otherwise for the woman, 
when a man is secure! He will possibly ask me, and hold 
again my passive hand, in presence of half a score of my 
friends. Whether I was greatly uneasy because of his 
absence? 

But let me try to excuse him. May he not have forgot his 
engagement? May he not have overslepthimsehl —Some 
agreeable dream of the Bologna family—I am offended at 
him—Did he learn this tranquillity in Italy?—O no, no. 
Lady G. 1 

I now cannot help looking back for other faults in him, 
with regard to me. My memory is not, however, so mali¬ 
cious, as I would have it be. But do you think every man, 
in the like situation, would have Clopt at Stratford, to dine 
by himself.^—Not but your brother can be very happy in 
his own company. If he cannot, who can? But, as to that, 
his horses might require reCI, as well as baiting: One 
knows not in how short a time he might have prosecuted 
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his journey so far. He who will not suffer the nobleft of all 
animals to be deprived of an ornament,’would be merci¬ 
ful to them in greater in^ances. He says, that he cannot 
bear indignity from superiors. Neither can we. In thaf 
light he appears to us. But why so.^—My heart. Lady G. 
begins to swell, I assure you; and it is twice as big as it 
was la^ night. 

My uncle, before I came up, sat with his watch in his 
hand, from half an hour after nine, till near ten, telling 
the minutes as they crept. Mr. Deane often looked at me, 
and at my aunt, as if to see how we bore it. I blushed; 
looked silly, as if your brother’s faults were mine.—Over 
in a fortnight! cried my uncle; ads-heart, I believe it will 
be half a year before we shall come to the queftion. But 
Sir Charles, to be sure, is offended. Your confounded 
female niceties! 

My heart rose—^Let him, if he dare., thought the proud 
Harriet. 

God grant, added my uncle, that he may begone up to 
town again! 

Perhaps, said Mr. Deane, he is gone, by mistake, to 
Mrs. Shirley’s. 

We then endeavoured to recollect the words of his 
self-invitation hither. My cousin James proposed to take 
horse, and go to Northampton, to inform himself of the 
occasion of his not coming: Some misfortune, perhaps. 

Had he not servants, my aunt asked, one of whom he 
might have sent!*—Shall my cousin Jemmy go, however, 
Harriet, said she? 

No, indeed, answered I, with an air of anger» My teaz- 
ing uncle broke out into a loud laugh, which however had 
more of vexedness than mirth in it.—He is certainly 
gone to London, Harriet! JuSl as I said, dame Selby I— 
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Certainly tearing up the road; his very horses resenting, 
for their mailer, your scrupulosities. You’ll hear from him 
next, at London, my life for yours, niece—Hah, hah, 
hah! What will your grandmamma say, by-and-by ? Lucy, 
Nancy, how will they ^tare! Laft night’s supper, and this 
day’s dinner, will be alike served in, and taken away. 

I could not ^land all this: I arose from my seat. Are 
you not unkind. Sir? said I to my uncle, courtesying to 
him however; and, desiring his and Mr. Deane’s excuse, 
quitted the breakfasting parlour. Teazing man! said my 
aunt, Mr. Deane also blamed him; gently, however; for 
every-body acknowleges his good heart, and natural good 
temper. 

My aunt followed me to the door; and taking my hand, 
Harriet, said she, speaking low. Not Sir Charles Grandi¬ 
son himself shall call you his, if he is capable of treating 
you with the leaSt indifference. I understand not this^ 
added she: He cannot surely be offended.—I hope all 
will be clesgred up before your grandmamma comes: She 
will be very jealous of the honour of her girl. 

I answered not: I could not answer: But ha^ened up 
to my place of refuge; and, after wiping from my cheeks 
a few tears of real vexation, took up my pen. You love to 
know my thoughts, as occasions arise. You bid me con¬ 
tinue to write to the moment.—Here comes my aunt. 

My aunt came in, with a Billet in her hand—Come 
down to breakfaft, my dear; Sir Charles comes not till 
dinner-time. Read this: It was brought by one of his ser¬ 
vants. He left it with Andrew. The dunce let him go. I 
wanted to have asked him a hundred questions. 


h 
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Dear Madam, 

I AM broken in upon by a mo^l impertinentvisittt. Such, 
at this time, muft have been the dearest friend I have 
in the world. You will be so good as to excuse my attend¬ 
ance till dinner-time. For the pa^t two hours I thought 
every moment of disengaging myself, or I should have 

sent sooner. r -v- e 

hver Tours, See. 


What visiter, said I, can make a man ^ay, again^ his 
mind.? Who can get rid politely of an impertinentvisiter, if 
Sir Charles Grandison cannot, on a previous engage¬ 
ment.?—But come, madam, I attend you.—Down we 
went. 

My uncle was out of patience. I was sorry for it. I tried 
to make the beft of it; yet, but to pacify him, should, per¬ 
haps, have had petulance enough myself tc^make the 
wor^l of it.—Oy, oy, with all my heart, said he, in answer 
to my excuses, let us hear what Sir Charles has to say for 
himself. But, old as I am, were my dame Selby to give me 
another chance, no man on earth, I can tell you, should 
keep me from a previous engagement with my mistress. 
It is kind oiyou, Harriet, to excuse him, however: Love 
hides a multitude of faults. 

My aunt said not one syllable in behalf of Sir Charles. 
She is vexed, and disappointed. 

We made a very short breakfafling; and looked upon 
one another as people who would have helped themselvesj 
if they could. Mr. Deane, however, would engage, he 
said, that we should be satisfied with Sir Charles’s ex¬ 
cuses, when we came to hear them. 
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. But, my dear, this man, this visiter, whoever he is, 
muft be oi-prodigious importance, to detain him from an 
engagement that I had hoped might have been thought a 
firSl engagement;—^yet owned to be impertinent. And 
muft not the accident be very uncommon, that should 
bring such a one, stranger as Sir Charles is, in his way.? 
Yet this might very well happen, my uncle observes, at 
an /««, whither we thought fit to send him. 

Now I think of it, I was ^rangely di^urbed la^l night 
in my imperfedf slumbers: Something, I thought, was to 
happen to prevent me ever being his. But hence, Recol- 
leftion! I chase thee from me. Yet when realities di^urb, 
shadows will officiously obtrude on the busy imagination 
as realitiek 


Friday, 12 o'Clock. 

My grandmamma is come—^Lucy, Nancy, are come 
—O how vexed at our disappointment and chagrin are 
my two cousins! But my grandmamma joins with Mr. 
Deane, to fhink the beil. I have ftolen up—But here, he 
is come 1 How shall I do to keep my anger? He shall find 
me below. I will see how he looks, at entrance among us 
—T/'he is careless—^.^he makes slight excuses— 


LETTER XXI. 

Miss Byron. 7 « Continuation. 

Friday, Two o'Clock. 

I AM ftolen up again, to t«:ll you how it is. I never will 
be petulant again—^Dear Sir, forgive me I How wicked 
in us all, but my grandmamma and Mr. Deane, to blame 

h2 
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a man who cannot be guilty of a wilful fajilt 1 The fault is 
all my aiint’s and mine—^Was my aunt <ever in fault be¬ 
fore? 

We were all together when he entered. He addressed 
himself to us in that noble manner, which engages every¬ 
body in his favour, at fir^ sight. How, said he, bowing to 
every one, have I suffered, in being hindred, by an un¬ 
happy man, from doing myself the honour of attending 
you sooner! 

You see, my dear, he made not apologies to me, as if he 
supposed me disappointed by his absence. I was afraid he 
would. I know I looked very grave. 

He then particularly addressed himself to each; to me 
fir^; next to my grandmamma; and taking one of her 
hands between both his, and bowing upon it, I rejoice to 
see you, madam, said he—Your la^l favours will ever be 
remembred by me, with gratitude. I see you well, I hope. 
Your Miss Byron will be well, if^o« are; and o«r joy, 
looking round him, will then be complete. ^ 

She bowed her head, pleased with his compliment; so 
were my aunt, and Lucy, and Nancy. I was ^lill a little 
sullen; otherwise I should have been pleased too, that he 
made my health depend on that of my grandmamma. 

Madam, said he, turning to my aunt, I am afraid I 
made you wait for me at breakfast. A mo^l impertinent 
' visiter 1 He put me out of hmnour. I dared not to let you 
j znd. yours (looking at me) see, how much I could be out of 
humour. I am naturally passionate: But passion is so 
ugly, so deforming a thing, that, if I can help it, I will 
never, by those I love, be seen in it. ‘ . 

I am sorry. Sir, said my aunt, you met with any-thing 
to disturb you. 

My uncle’s spirit had not come down: He, too, was 
sullen in behalf of the punftilio of the girl whom he 
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honours with l\is jealous Love. How, how, is that. Sir 
Charles.? said ho. 

My aunt presented Lucy and Nancy to him: But be¬ 
fore she could name either—Miss Selby, said he. Miss 
Byron’s own Lucy, I am sure. Miss Nancy Selby!—I 
know your characters, Ladies, saluting each, and I know 
the interest you have in Miss Byron.—^Honour me with 
your approbation, and that will be to give me hope of hers. 

He then turning to my uncle and Mr. Deane, and 
taking a hand of each—My dear Mr. Deane smiles upon 
me, said he—But Mr. Selby looks grave. 

At-ten-tivc only. Sir Charles, to the cause of your being 
put out of humour, that’s all— 

The cause, Mr. Selby!—Know, then, I met with a 
man at my inn, who would force himself upon me; Do 
you know I am a quarrelsome man.? He was so hardy as to 
declare, that he had pretensions to a Lady in this com¬ 
pany, which he was determined to assert. 

Qlhat9 reville! said my aunt. 

I was ready to sink. Wretched Harriet! thought I, at 
the infant: Am I to be for ever the occasion of embroil¬ 
ing this excellent man! 

My grandmamma, Mr. Deane, my uncle, my cousin 
James, all spoke at once—Dear, dear. Sir Charles, said 
one, said another—^How, how, was it.? 

Both safe! both unhurt! replied he. No more of the 
rash man, at this time. He is to be pitied. He loves Miss 
Byron to diCfraCfion. 

This comes of nicety! whispered my uncle, to my aunt; 
foolish nidety!—To let such a man as this go to an inn!— 
Inhospitable, vile punCtili®! Then turning to Sir Charles 
—Dear Sir, forgive me! I was a little serious, that I muft 
own [I pulled my uncle by the sleeve, fearing he would 
say too much byway of atonement for his seriousness]: I, 
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I, I, was a little serious, I mu^ own—I, I,’I, was afraid 
something was the matter—turned he off, what he was 
going to say—too freely, shall I say?—^Hardly so! had he 
said what he would; tho’ habitual punftilio made me al¬ 
most involuntarily twitch my uncle by the sleeve; for my 
heart would have diredled my lips to utter the kindeft 
things; but my concern was too great to allow them to 
obey it. 

I mu^l; go down. Lady G,—I am enquired after; ’tis 
ju^ dinner-time.—^Let me only add, that Sir Charles 
waved further talk of the affair between him and that 
wretch, while I ^aid—^Perhaps they have got it out of 
him since I came up. 

I SHALL be 50 proud, my dear!— h. thousand fine things 
he has said of jrour Harriet, in her little absence!—Lucy, 
Nancy, call him THE man: And every one looks upon 
him as if there were not one soul in company but he and 
themselves. My grandmamma’s eyes are conjplained of 
as weak, to colour her joyful emotion: But, thank God, 
her eyes are not weak. And he is so respeftfully tender to 
her, that had he not my heart before, he would have won 
know. 

He had again waved the relation of the insult he met 
with: Mr. Greville himself, he supposed, would give it. 
He had a mind to see if the gentleman, by his report of it, 
was a gentleman. Thank God, said he, I have not hurt a 
man who boasts of his passion for Miss Byron; and of his 
neighbourhood to this family! 

% 

Our places were chosen for us at table: Sir Charles’s 
next me. Cannot I be too minute, do you say.?—So easy, 
so free, so polite: something so happily addressed occa- 
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sionally to each person at table—O my dear! I am abund¬ 
antly kept in countenance; for every one loves him, as 
well as I. You have been pleased to take very favourable 
notice of our servants—They are good, and sensible. 
What reverence for him, and joy for their young mis¬ 
tress’s sake, shone in their countenances, as they attended! 

My cousin James, who has never been out of England, 
was very curious to be informed of the manners, cuftoms, 
diversions, of the people in different countries—Italy, in 
particular—^Ah the dear Clementina! What abatement 
from recolleftion! “The sighing heart,’’ I remember he 
says, in one of his Letters to Dr. Bartlett, “will remind us 
of imperfedfion, in the highest of our enjoyments.’’ And 
he adds, “It is fit it should be so.’’ And on what occasion 
did he write this?—O my Charlotte, / was the occasion. 
It was in kind remembrance of me. He could not, at that 
time, have so written, had he been indifferent, even then, 
to your Harriet. 

I am so apprehensive of my uncle’s after-remarks, that 
I am half-afraid to look at Sir Charles: And he mu^ by- 
and-by return to this wicked inn—They wonder at my 
frequent absences. It is to oblige you. Lady G. and in¬ 
deed myself: There is vadl pleasure in communicating 
one’s pleasures to a friend who interests herself, as you do, 
in one’s deare^ concerns. 

You know and admire my grandmamma’s chearful 
compliances with the innocent diversions of youth. She 
made Lucy give us a lesson on the harpsichord, on pur¬ 
pose, I saw, to draw me in. ^e both obeyed. 

I was once a little out in an Italian song. In what a 
sweet manner did he put me in! touching the keys him- 
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self, for a minute or two. Every one wished him to pro¬ 
ceed ; but he gave up to me, in so polite a^anner, that we 
all were satisfied with his excuses. 

My poor cousin Jemmy is on a sudden very earnest to 
go abroad; as if, silly youth, travelling would make him a 
Sir Charles Grandison! 

I have juft asked your brother. If all is over between 
Mr. Greville and him.'* He says. He hopes and believes 
so. God send it may; or I shall hate that Greville! 

My uncle, Mr. Deane, and my cousin James, were too 
much taken with Sir Charles, to think of withdrawing, as 
it might have been expefted they would; and after some 
general conversation, which succeeded our playing. Sir 
Charles drew his chair between my grandmamma and 
aunt, and taking my grandmamma’s hand. May I not be 
allowed a quarter of an hour’s conversation with Miss 
Byron in your presence. Ladies.^ said he, speaking low. 
We have indeed only friends and relations present: But it 
will be moft agreeable, I believe, to the dearILady, that 
what I have to say to her, and to you, may be rather re¬ 
ported to the gentlemen, than heard by them. 

By all means. Sir Charles, said my grandmamma. Then 
whispering to my aunt. No man in this company thinks., 
but Sir Charles. Excuse me, my dear. 

The moment Sir Charles applied himself in this par¬ 
ticular manner to them, my heart, without hearing what 
he said, was at my mouth. I arose, and withdrew to the 
cedar-parlour, followed by Lucy and Nancy. The gentle¬ 
men, seeming to recolleft themselves, withdrew liker 
wise, to another apartment. aunt came to me—^Love 1 
—But ah 1 my dear, how you tremble!—You muft come 
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with me. And then she told me what he had said to my 
grandmamma arid her. 

I have no courage—^None at all, said I. If apprehen¬ 
sion, if timidity, be signs of Love, I have them all. Sir 
Charles Grandison has not one. 

Nay, my dear, said Lucy, impute not to him want of 
respeft, I beseech you— Respe£l^ my Lucy! What a poor 
word!—Had I only respeft for him, we should be nearer 
an equality.—Has he said any-thing of Lady Clemen¬ 
tina.? 

Don’t be silly, Harriet, said my aunt. You used to be— 

Used to be! —^Ah, madam! Sir Charles’s heart, at be^^ a 
divided heart! I never had a trial till now. 

I tell y6u all my foibles. Lady G. 

My aunt led me in to Sir Charles and my grandmam¬ 
ma. He met me at my entrance into the room, and in the 
mo^t engaging manner, my aunt having taken her seat, 
conducted me to a chair which happened to be vacant 
between her and my grandmother. He took no notice of 
my emotioh, and I the sooner recovered myself; and ^ill 
the sooner, as he himself seemed to be in some little con¬ 
fusion. However, he sat down, and with a manly, yet 
respectful air, his voice gaining ftrength as he proceeded, 
thus delivered himself: 

Never, Ladies, was man more particularly circum¬ 
stanced than he before you. You know my Story: You 
know what once were the difficulties of my situation with 
a family that I muSl ever respeCt; with a Lady of it whom 
I muSt ever revere: And you, madam (to my grandmam¬ 
ma) have‘had the goodness to signify to me, in a moSt 
engaging manner, that Miss Byron has added to the in¬ 
numerable instances which she has given me of her true 
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greatness of mind, a kind^ and even a friendly concern for 
a Lady who is the Miss Byron of Italyask not excuse 
for the comparison. The heart of the man before you, 
madam (to me) in sincerity and frankness, emulates your 
own.— 

You want not excuse. Sir, said my grandmamma— 
We all reverence Lady Clementina: We admire her. 

He bowed to each of us; as my aunt and I looked, I be¬ 
lieve, assentingly to what my grandmamma said. He pro¬ 
ceeded. 

—Yet, in so particular a situation, altho’ what I have 
to say, may, I presume, be colleded from what you know 
of my ^lory; and tho’ my humble application to Miss By¬ 
ron for her favour, and to you. Ladies, for your interest 
with her, have not been discouraged; something, how¬ 
ever, may be necessary to be said, in this audience, of the 
^late of my own heart, for the sake of this dear Lady’s 
delicacy, and yours. And I will deliver myself with all the 
truth and plainness which I think are required in treaties 
of this nature, equally with those set on fo 5 t between 
nation and nation. 

I am not insensible to Beauty: But the beauty of per¬ 
son only^ never yet had power over more than my eye; to 
which it gave a pleasure like that which it receives from 
the flowers of a gay parterre. Had not my heart been out 
of the reach oipersonal attraftions, if I may so express my¬ 
self ; and had I been my own ma^er; Miss Byron, in the 
fir^ hour that I saw her (for her beauty suffered not by 
her digress) would have left me no other choice: But 
when I had the honour of conversing with her, I observed 
in her mind and behaviour ^hat true dignity, delicacy, 
and noble frankness, which I ever thought charafteri^lic 
in the Sex, but never met with, in equal degreo, but in one 
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Lady. I soon foupd, that my admiration of her fine quali¬ 
ties was likely to»lead me into a gentler, yet a more irre- 
siftable passion: For of the Lady abroad I then could have 
no reasonable, at lea^l no probable hope: Yet were there 
circumstances between her and me, which I thought, in 
Slridl justice, obliged me to attend the issue of certain 
events. 

I called myself therefore to account, and was alarmed 
when I found that Miss Byron’s graces had Stolen so im¬ 
perceptibly on my heart, as already to have made an im¬ 
pression on it too deep for my tranquillity. I determined 
therefore, in honour, in juStice, to both Ladies, to en¬ 
deavour to restrain a passion so new, yet likely to be so 
fervent. 

I had avocations in town, while Miss Byron was with 
my sisters in the country. AlmoSt afraid of trusting my¬ 
self in her presence, I pursued the more willingly those 
avocations in person, when I could have managed some 
of them, perhaps, near as well by other hands. Compas¬ 
sion for the one Lady, because of her calamity, might, at 
that time, I found, have been made to give way, could 
those calamities have been overcome, to Love for the other. 
Nor was it difficult for me to observe, that my SiSters and 
Lord L. who knew nothing of my situation, would have 
chosen for a SiSter the young Lady present, before every 
other woman. 

Sometimes, I will own to you, I was ready, from that 
self-partiality and vanity which is too natural to men of 
vivacity and Strong hopes, to flatter myself, that I might, 
by my SiSlSrs intereh, have made myself unacceptable to 
a Lady, who seemed to be v^olly disengaged in her affec¬ 
tions: But I would not permit myself to dwell on such 
hopes: Every look of complaisance, every smile, which 
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used to beam over that lovely countenance, I attributed 
to her natural goodness, and frankness of heart, and to 
that grateful spirit which made her over-rate a common 
service that I had been so happy as to render her. Had I 
even been free, I should have been careful not to deprive 
myself of that animating sunshine, by a too early declara¬ 
tion. For well did I know, by other mens experience, that 
Miss Byron, at the same time that her natural politeness, 
and sweetness of manners, engaged every heart, was not, 
hc^ever, easily to be won. 

,/But, notwith^anding all my efforts to prevent a com¬ 
petition which had grown so faft upon me, I ^till found 
my uneasiness increase with my affedfion for Miss Byron. 
I had then but one way left—It was, to strengthen my 
heart, in Clementina’s cause, by Miss Byron’s assistance: 
In short, to acquaint Miss Byron with my situation; to 
engage her generosity for Clementina, and thereby de¬ 
prive myself of the encouragement my fond heart might 
have hoped for, had I indulged my wishes of obtaining 
her favour. My end was answered, as to theTatter. Miss 
Byron’s generosity was engaged for the Lady; but was it 
possible that my obligations to her for that generosity 
should not add to my admiration of her.? 

At the time I laid before her my situation (it was in 
Lord L’s Study at Colnebrook) she saw my emotion. I 
could not conceal it. My abrupt departure from her, 
muft convince her, that my heart was too much engaged 
for that situation (a). I desired Dr. Bartlett to take an air¬ 
ing with me, in hopes, by his counsels, to compose my 
disordered spirits (I). He knew the ftate of my heart: He 
knew, with regard to the prqposals I had formerly made 
to the family at Bologna, relating to Religion and Resi- 

{a) See Vol, in. p. 3 5. {b) Ibid, p, 36. 
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dence(as I had a\so declared to the brothers of the Lady, 
that no worldly grandeur should ever have induced me to 
allow, in a be^nning address, the terms I was willing, as a 
compromise, to allow to that Lady; for thoroughly had I 
weighed the inconveniencies which mu^ attend such an 
alliance: The Lady zealous in her Religion; the Confes¬ 
sor who was to be allowed her, equally zealous; the spirit 
of making proselytes so ^rong, and held by Roman Ca¬ 
tholics to be so meritorious; and myself no less in earnest 
in my Religion; I had no doubt to pronounce, I told the 
good Doftor, in confidence, “that I should be much 
more happy in marriage with the Lady of Selby-house, 
were she to be induced to honour me with her hand, than 
it was possible I could be with Lady Clementina, even 
were they to comply with the conditions I had proposed; 
as I doubted not but that Lady would also be, were her 
health restored, with a man of her own Nation and Reli¬ 
gion:” And I owned to him, besides, “that I could have 
no hope of conquering the opposition given me by the 
friends of Clementina; and that I could not at times but 
think hardly of the indignities cail upon me by some of 
them.” 

The Doftor, I knew, at the same time that he lamented 
the evil treatment Clementina met with from her mis¬ 
taken friends, and her unhappy malady; and admired her 
for her manifold excellencies; next to adored Miss By¬ 
ron : And he gave his voice accordingly. “But here. Doc- ; 
tor, is the case, said I—Clementina.is a woman with 
t^om Thad the honour of being acquainted before I 
knew Mi§s Byron: Clementina has infinite merits: She 
herself refused me not: Sl^e consented to accept of the 
terms I offered: She even besought her friends to comply I 
with them: She has an opinion of my honour, and of my I 
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tenderness for her. Till I had the happiness of knowing 
Miss Byron, I was determined to awaifreither her recov¬ 
ery or release; and will Miss Byron herself, if she knows 
that, forgive me (the circumstances not changed) for the 
change of a resolution of which Clementina was so wor¬ 
thy? The treatment the poor Lady has met with, for my 
sake, as once she wrote, tho’ virgin modeSty induced her 
to cross out those words, has heightened her disorder. 
She Still, to this moment, wishes to see me: While there is 
a possibility, tho’ not a probability, of my being made the 
humble in^rument of restoring an excellent woman, who 
in herself deserves from me every consideration of tender¬ 
ness, ought I to wish to engage the heart (were I able to 
succeed in my wishes) of the equaUy-e.xct\\e.nt"M.iss By¬ 
ron?—Could I be happy in my own mind, were I to try, 
and to succeed? And if not, muSt I not be as ungrateful to 
her, as ungenerous to the other?—Miss Byron’s happi¬ 
ness cannot depend on me. She mu§l be happy in the hap¬ 
piness she will give to the man of her choice, whoever 
shall be the man! ” * 

We were all silent. My grandmamma and aunt seemed 
determined to be so; and I could not speak. He proceeded: 

You know not, dear Miss Byron, I wished you not to 
know, the conflifts my mind laboured with, when I part¬ 
ed with you on my going abroad. My deftiny was wrapt 
up in doubt, and uncertainty. I was invited over: Signor 
Jeronymo was deemed irrecoverable: He wished to see 
me, and desired but to live to see me. My presence was 
requeued as a laft effort to recover his noble si^er. You 
yourself, madam, applauded my resolution to go: But, 
that I might not be thought tp wish to engage you in my 
favour (so circumftanced as I was, that to have done so, 
would have been to have afted unworthily to heth Ladies) 
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I insinuated mji; hopelessness of ever being nearer to 
you than I was. • 

I was not able to take a formal leave of you. I went 
over. Success attended the kind, the soothing treatment 
which Clementina met with from her friends. Success 
also attended the means used for the recovery of the noble 
Jeronymo. Conditions were again proposed. Clementina, 
on her re^oration, shone upon us all even with a brighter 
lu^re than she did before her disorder. All her friends 
consented to reward with the hand of their beloved daugh¬ 
ter, the man to whom they attributed secondarily the 
good they rejoiced in. I own to you. Ladies, that what 
was before Ao»o«rand compassion, now became admiration ; 
and I should have been unjuft to the merits of so excel¬ 
lent a woman, if I could not say. Love. I concluded my¬ 
self already the husband of Clementina; yet it would have 
been ftrange, if the welfare and happiness of Miss Byron 
were not the next wish of my heart. I rejoiced that (des¬ 
pairing as I did of such an event before I went over, be¬ 
cause of the'articles of Religion and Residence) I had not 
sought to engage more than her friendship; and I devo¬ 
ted myself wholly to Clementina— I own it, Ladies — 
And had I thought, Angel as she came out, upon proof, 
that I could not have given her my heart, I had been equ¬ 
ally unjuft, and ungrateful. For, dear Ladies, if you know 
all her ftory, you muft know, that occasion called her out 
to aft gloriously; and that gloriously she answered the 
call. 

He paused. We were ftill silent. My grandmamma 
and aunt Ihoked at each other by turns. But their eyes, as 
well as mine, at different payts of his speech shewed their 
sensibility. He proceeded, gracefully looking down, and 
at firft withsome little hesitation: 
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I am sensible, it is with a very ill gracp, that, refused, as 
I muil in ju^ice call it, tho’ on the nobleft motives, by 
Clementina, I come to offer myself, and so soon after her 
refusal, to a Lady of Miss Byron’s delicacy. I should cer¬ 
tainly have a<fted more laudably, respecting my own 
character only, had I taken at leaft the usual time of a 
Widower-Love. But great minds, such as Miss Byron’s, 
and yours. Ladies, are above common forms, where de¬ 
corum is not neglected. As to myself, what do I, but 
declare a passion, that would have been, but for one 
obstacle, which is now removed, as fervent as man ever 
knew? Dr. Bartlett has told me, madam \to me], that you 
and my sifters have seen the Letters I wrote to him from 
Italy: By the contents of some of those, and of the Letters 
I left with you, madam [to my grandmamma], you have 
seen Clementina’s conftant adherence to the ftep she so 
greatly took. In this Letter, received but laft Wednesday 
[taking one out of his bosom], you will see (my laft Let¬ 
ters to them unreceived, as they muft be) that I am urged 
by all her family, for the sake of setting her an^example, to 
address myself to a Lady of my own country. This impels 
me, as I may say, to accelerate the humble tender of my 
vows to you, madam. However hafty the ftep may be 
thought, in my situation, would not an inexcusable ne- 
gleCl, or seeming indifference, as if I were balancing as to 
the person, have been attributable to me, had I, for dull 
and cold form’s sake, been capable of poftponing the 
declaration of my affeCfion to Miss Byron? And if, ma¬ 
dam, you can so far get over observances, which perhaps, 
on consideration, will be found to be punClilioUs only, as ■ 
to give your heart, with your .hand, to a man who himself 
has been perplexed by what some would call (particular 
as it sounds) a double Love (an embarrasment, however. 
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not of his own seejcing, or which he could possibly avoid) 
you will lay him under obligation to your goodness (to 
your magnanimity, I will call it) which all the affeftionate 
tenderness of my life to come will never enable me to dis¬ 
charge. 

He then put the Letter (a translation of it inclosed) 
into my hand. I have already answered it, madam, said 
he, and acquainted my friend, that I have adlually ten¬ 
dered myself to the acceptance of a Lady worthy of a 
sisterly relation to their Clementina; and have not been 
rejefted. Your goodness mnSt enable me (I humbly hope 
it will) to give them ^till Wronger assurances of your 
favour: On my happiness they have the generosity to 
build a part of their own. 

Not well before, I was more than once apprehensive of 
fainting, as he talked; agreeable as was his talk, and en¬ 
gaging as was his manner. My grandmamma and aunt 
saw my complexion change at his particular address to 
me, in the la^f part of his speech. Each put her kind hand 
on one of mine, and held it on it, as my other hand held 
my handkerchief now to my eyes, and now as a cover to 
my self-felt varying cheek. 

At the same moment that he ceased speaking, he took 
our triply-united hands in both his; and in the moil re- 
speftful, yet graceful manner, his Letter laid in my lap, 
pressed each of the three with his lips; mine twice. I 
could not speak. My grandmamma and aunt, delighted, 
yet tears ilanding in their eyes, looked upon each other, 
and upon me; each as expedling the other to speak. I 
have perhaps (said he, with some emotion) taken up too 
much of Miss Byron’s attention on this my firil personal 
declaration: I will now return to the company below. 
To-morrow I will do myself the honour to dine with you. 


1 
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We will for this evening poftpone the iijiportant subjeft. 
Miss Byron, I presume, will be beft pleased to have it so. 
I shall to-morrow be favoured with the result of your 
deliberations. Mean time may I meet with an interceding 
friend in every one I have had the pleasure to see this day I 
I muil flatter myself with the honour of Miss Byron’s 
whole heart, as well as with the approbation of all her 
friends. I cannot be thought, 2itpresent, to deserve it; but 
it shall be the endeavour of my life so to do. 

He withdrew, with a grace which was all his own. 

The moment he was gone from us, my grandmamma 
threw her arms about her Harriet, then about my aunt; 
and they congratulated me, and each other. 

We were all pained at heart, when we read the Letter. 
It is from Signor Jeronymo, urging your brother to set 
the example to his si^er, which they so much want her to 
follow. I send you the translation. Pray return it. Poor 
Lady Clementina 1 Without seeing the laft Letters he 
wrote to them, she seems to be tired into compliance. I 
will not say one half that is upon my mind on this occa¬ 
sion, as you will have the Letter before you. His la^t- 
written Letters will not favour her wishes. Poor Ladyl 
Can I forbear to pity h er.^ And ^ill the more is she to be 
pSiedTasyouFBrotnaF^Scellencies rise upon us. 

I besought my aunt to excuse me to the company. 

Sir Charles joined his friends \His friends indeed they 
all are!] with a vivacity in his air and manner, which 
charmed every-body; while the silly heart of your Har¬ 
riet would not allow her to enter into company the whole 
night. Indeed it wanted the inducement of his presence^ 
for, to every one’s regret, hp declined laying to supper; 
yet my uncle put it to him—What, Sir, do you choose to 
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sup at your inn.'*. My uncle will have it, that Sir Charles 
looked an answer<of displeasure for suffering him to go to 
it at all. My uncle is a good-natured man. He will some¬ 
times concede, when he is not convinced; and on every 
appearance which makes for his opinion, we are sure to 
hear of it. 

I shall have an opportunity to-morrow morning early 
[This morning I might say] to send this long Letter by a 
neighbour, who is obliged to ride po^ to town on his own 
affairs. 

Had I not had this agreeable employment, reft, I am 
sure, would not have come near me. Your brother, I 
hope, has found it. Remember, I always mean to include 
my dear Lady L. in this correspondence: Any-body else, 
but discretionally. My dear Ladies both. Adieu. 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XXII. 

Signor JzKONYMO della V ork^tta, To Sir 
Charles Grandison. 

Bologna, Sunday, Sept, 24.— Oil. 5. 

W E have at laft, my Grandison, some hopes given 
us, that our dear Clementina will yield to our 
wishes. 

The General, with his Lady, made us a visit from 
Naples, oii purpose to make a decisive effort, as he called 
it; and vowed that he would not return till he left her in a 
disposition to oblige us. The Bishop at one time brought 

i2 
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the Patriarch to reason with her; who told her, that she 
ought not to think of the veil, unless her father and mo¬ 
ther consented to her assuming it. 

Mrs. Beaumont was prevailed upon to favour us with 
her company. She declared for us: And on Thursday lail 
Clementina was ^ill harder set. Her Father, Mother, the 
General, and his Lady, the Bishop, all came into my 
chamber, and sent for her. She came. Then did we all 
supplicate her to oblige us. The General was at firil ten¬ 
derly urgent: The Bishop besought her: The young 
Marchioness pressed her: Her Mother took her hand 
between both hers, and in silent tears could only sigh 
over it: And, la^Hy, my Father dropt down on one knee 
to her—My daughter, my child, said he, oblige me. Your 
Jeronymo could not refrain from tears. 

She fell on her knees—O my Father, said she, rise, or I 
shall die at your feet!—Rise, my Father! 

Not, my dear, till you consent to oblige me. 

Grant me but a little time, my Father 1 my dear, my in¬ 
dulgent Father! 

The General thought he saw a flexibility which we had 
never before seen in her on this subjeft, and called upon 
her for her inSlant determination. Shall a Father kneel in 
vain.? said he. Shall a Mother in weeping silence in vain 
entreat.?—Now, my Sifter, comply—or—He fternly 
ftopt. 

Have patience with me, said she, but till the Cheva¬ 
lier’s next Letters come: You expeft them soon. Let me 
receive his next Letter. And, putting her hand to her 
forehead—Rise, my Father, or I die at your feet! ‘ 

I thought the General pushed too hard. I begged that 
the next Letters might be waited for. 

Be it so, said my father, rising, and raising her: But 
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whatever be the contents, remember, my dearest child, 
that I am your Father, your indulgent Father; and oblige 
me. 

Will not this paternal goodness, my dear Clementina, 
said the General, prevail upon you.? Your Father, Mo¬ 
ther, Brothers, are all ready to kneel to you; Yet are we all 
to be slighted.? And is a foreigner, an Englishman, a 
Heretic (great and noble as is the man; a man, too, whom 
you have so gloriously refused) to be preferred to us all? 
Who can bear the thoughts of such a preference 1 

And remember, my Sifter, said the Bishop, that you 
already know his opinion. You have already had his ad¬ 
vice, in the Letters he wrote to you in the month’s corres¬ 
pondence which passed between you, before he left Italy. 
Think you, that the Chevalier Grandison can recede from 
an opinion solemnly given, the circumftances not having 
varied? 

I have not been well. It is wicked to oppose my Father, 
my Mother: I cannot argue with my Brothers. I have not 
been well. Svpare me, spare me, my Lords, to the General 
and the Bishop. My Father gives me time: Don't you 
deny it me. 

Mymother,afraidofrenewingherdisorder,said;With- 
draw, my dear, if you choose to do so, and compose your¬ 
self: The intention is not to compel, but to persuade you. 

O madam I said she, persuasion so ftrongly urged by 
my parents, is more than compulsion.—I take the liberty 
you give me. 

She hurried to Mrs. Beaumont, and, throwing her 
arms aboilt her, O madam, I have been oppressed! Op¬ 
pressed by persuasion! By ^kneeling Father! By a weep¬ 
ing Mother! By entreating Brothers!—^And this is but 
persuasion!—Cruel persuasion 1 
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Mrs. Beaumont then entered into argument with her. 
She represented to her the General’s inflexibility: Her 
Father’s and Mother’s indulgence: The wishes of her 
two other Brothers: She pleaded your opinion given as an 
impartial man, not merely as a Proteftant: She told her of 
an admirable young Lady of your own country, who was 
qualified to make you happy; of whom she had heard 
several of your countrymen speak with great di^inftion. 
This laft plea, as the intimate friendship between you and 
Mrs. Beaumont is so well known, took her attention. She 
would not for the world ^tand in the way of the Chevalier 
Grandison. She wished to be happy, she said, what¬ 
ever became of her. Father Marescotti Wrongly enforced 
this point; and advised her to come to some resolution, 
bejore your next Letters arrived, as it was not to be doubt¬ 
ed, but the contents of them would support your former 
opinion. The Patriarch’s arguments were re-urged with 
additional force. A day was named when she was again to 
be brought before her assembled friends. Mrs. Beau¬ 
mont applauded her for the magnanimity she*had already 
shewn, in the discharge of her fir^t duty, to Heaven, and 
called upon her to diftinguish herself equally in the filial. 

Clementina took time to consider of these and other 
arguments; and after three hours passed in her closet, she 
gave the following written paper to Mrs. Beaumont; 
which, she said, she hoped, when read in full assembly, 
would excuse her from attending her friends in the pro¬ 
posed congress. 

“T AM tired out, my dear Mrs, Beaumont, Vith your 

JL kindly-meant importunities: 

“With the importunities, prayers, and entreaties, of 
my brothers. 
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“O my mamma, how well do you deserve even implicit 
obedience, from, a daughter who has overclouded your 
happy days! You never knew discomfort till your hapless 
Clementina gave it you! The sacrifice of my life would be 
a poor atonement for what I have made you suffer. 

“But who can withstand a kneeling Father.? Indeed my 
papa, ever good, ever indulgent, I dread to see you! Let 
me not again behold you as on Thursday la^. 

“I have denied to myself, and such the motive, that I 
mu^ not, I do not repent it, the man I esteemed. I never 
can be his. 

“Father Marescotti, tho’ he now loves the Man, sug- 
ge^s, that my late disorder might be a judgment upon 
me for suffering my heart to be engaged by the Heretic. 

“I am absolutely forbidden to think of atoning for my 
fault by the only measure that, in my opinion, could have 
done it. 

“You tell me, Mrs. Beaumont, and all my friends join 
with you, that honour, generosity, and the e^leem which 
I avow for flie Chevalier Grandison, as my friend, as my 
fourth brother, all join to oblige me to promote the happi¬ 
ness of a man I myself have disappointed. And you are of 
opinion, that there is one particular woman of his own 
country, who is capable of making him happy—But do 
you say, that I ought to give the example? —Impossible. 
Honour and the pundlilio of woman, will not permit me 
to do that !— 

“But thus pressed; thus dreading again to see a kneel¬ 
ing Father; a weeping Mother; and having reason to 
think I may not live long; that a relapse into my former 
malady, with the apprehei^sions of which Father Mare¬ 
scotti terrifies me, may be the punishment of my diso¬ 
bedience [Cruel Father Marescotti, to terrify me with an 
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affliftion I so much dread 1 ]; and that it will be a consola¬ 
tion to me, in my departing hour, to r<efle£l; that I have 
obeyed my parents, in an article on which their hearts are 
immoveably fixed; and ^ill further being assured, that 
they will look upon my resignation as a compensation for 
all the troubles I have given them, for many, many 
months passed—God enable me, I pray, to resign to 
their will. But if I cannot, shall I be ^ill entreated, ^lill 
persuaded?—I hope not.—I will do my endeavour to 
prevail on myself to obey—But whatever be the event of 
my Self-contendings, Grandison muft give the example.” 

How, my Grandison, did we congratulate ourselves, 
when we read this paper, faint as are the hopes it gives us I 
Our whole endeavour is now, to treat her with tender 
observance, that she may not think of receding: Nor will 
we ask her to see the person she knows we favour, till we 
can assure her, that you will set her the example: And if 
there be a Lady with whom you think you could be hap¬ 
py, may not this, my dear Grandison, pleaded by you, be 
a motive with her? * 

The Count of Belvedere has made overtures to us, 
which are too great for our acceptance, were this alliance 
to take place. We have been told, but not by himself, the 
danger to which his despair had subjefted him, in more 
than one visit to you at Bologna, had you not borne with 
his rashness. You know him to be a man of probity, of 
piety. He is a zealous Catholic; and you muft allow, that 
a religious zeal is a ^rengthener, a confirmer, of all the 
social sanctions. He is learned; and, being a dome^ic 
man, he, contrary to the Italian cuftom, admires in a wife 
those intelledfual improveme,nts which make a woman a 
fit companion for her husband. You know how much the 
Marchioness excels almost all the women of quality in 
Italy, in a tafte for polite literature: You know she has 
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encouraged the same tafte in her daughter; and the Count 
considers her as the only woman in Italy with whom he 
can be happy. 

As you, my Grandison, cannot now be my brother by 
marriage, the Count of Belvedere is the only man in the 
world I can wish to be so. He is of Italy. My Si^er, 
always so dear to us, and he, will be ever with us, or we 
with them. He knows the unhappy way she has been in; 
and was so far from making that an objeftion, that when 
her malady was at the height (being encouraged by phy¬ 
sicians to hope that her recovery would be the probable 
consequence) he would have thought himself the happi¬ 
er of men, could he have been honoured with her hand. 
He knows her love of you. He adores her for her motive 
of refusing you. He loves you; and is confident of the in¬ 
violable honour of both: Whose alliance, on all these 
considerations, can be so desirable to us, as that with the 
Count of Belvedere.? 

Surely, my dear friend, it mu§l be in your power to setj 
the example: \nyours^ who could subdue a whole family 
of zealous Catholics, and keep your own religion; and 
who could engage the virgin heart of one of the moft deli¬ 
cate women in the world. What woman, who has a heart 
to bellow; what family, that has a daughter or sifter to 
give; can with^and you.? Religion and Country of both 
the same.? ^ 

Give us hope, therefore, my dear Grandison, that you 
will make the effort. Assure us, that you will not scruple, 
if you can succeed, to set the example; and on this assur¬ 
ance we will claim from Clementina the effefts of the 
hope she has given us: \nd if we can prevail, will in 
England return you thanks for the numberless favours 
you have conferred upon us. 

Thus earne^ly, as well from inclination, as in compli- 
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ance with the pressing entreaties of every one of a family 
which I hope are ^till, and ever will be, dear to you, do I, 
your Jeronymo, your Brother, your Friend, solicit you. 
Mrs. Beaumont joins with us. She scruples not, she bids 
me tell you, to pronounce, that you and Clementina will 
both be more happy; she, with the Count of Belvedere 
(your respeftive Countries so diftant, your Religion so 
different); you, with an English woman; than you could 
have been with each other. Mrs. Beaumont has owned 
to me in private, that you often in conversation with her, 
even while you had hope of calling Clementina yours, 
lamented, for her sake, as well as your own, the unhappy 
situation, with respeft to Religion, you were both in; and 
that you had declared more than once to her, as indeed 
you did once to us, that in a beginning address you would 
not have compromised thus with a Princess. May we not 
expedl every-thing, my Grandison, from your magnani¬ 
mity.? We hope it is in your power, and we doubt not your 
will, to contribute to our happiness. But whatever be the 
event, I beseech you my dear friend, continu^to love 

Tour 

JERONYMO. 


LETTER XXIII. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Grosvenor-Square, Sunday, Oil. 15. . 

C AN I forgive your pryie, your petulance?—^No, 
Harriet; positively no! I write to scold you; and 
having ordered my Lord to sup abroad, I shall perhaps 
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oblige you with a long Letter. We honeil folks, who have 
not abundance of*Love-fooling upon our hands, find our¬ 
selves happy in a good deal of quiet leisure; and I love to 
chide and correft you wise ones.—Thus then I begin— 

Ridiculous parade among you! I blame you all. Could 
he not have been Mrs. Shirley’s gue^f, if he was not to be 
permitted to repose under the same roof with his sove¬ 
reign Lady and Mistress.? But muft you let him go to an 
inn.?—What for? Why to shew the world he was but on a 
foot, at present, with your other humble servants; and be 
thought no more, by the insolent Greville, and affronted as 
an invader of his rights. Our Sex is a foolish Sex: Too 
little or too much parade. Yet, Lord help us 1 were it not 
that we mu^ be afraid to appear over-forward to the man 
himself^ we should treat the opinion of the world with con¬ 
tempt. 

And yet, after all, what with Lady Clementina, what 
with the world, and what with our own pundlilio, and 
palpitating hearts, and so-forth, and all that, and more 
than all that* I own you are pretty nicely circum^anced. 
But, my life for yours, you will behave like a simpleton 
on occasion of his next address to you: And why? Did 
you ever know that people did not, who were full of ap¬ 
prehensions, who aimed at being very delicate, who were 
solicitous to take their measures from the judgment of 
those without them; pragmatical souls, perhaps, who 
form their notions either on what they have read^ or by 
the addresses to them of their own silly fellows, aukward 
and unmeaning, and by no means to be compared, for 
integrity, tinder^anding, politeness, to my brother? Con¬ 
sider, child, that he having seen, in different countries, 
perhaps a hundred women, equally specious with the 
present mistress of his de^finy, were form and outward 
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grace to be the attradtives, is therefore fitter to ^ve than 
the example. • 

But, Harriet, I write to charge you not to increase your 
own difficulties by too much parade: Your frankness of 
heart is a prime consideration with him. He expefts not 
to meet with the girl^ but the sensible woman., in his ad¬ 
dress to you. He is pursuing a laudable end—Don’t 
teaze him with pug’s tricks—“What, your dear Lady G. 
should you have done!’’—What signifies asking me now.? 
Did you not lay your heads together? And the wise^ 
which ever were set on womens shoulders? But indeed I 
never knew consultations of any kind turn to account. It 
is only a parcel of people getting together, proposing 
doubts, and puzzling one another, and ending as they 
began, if not worse. Dodors differ. So many persons, so 
many minds. 

And O how our petulant heart throbbed with indigna¬ 
tion, because he came not to breakfaft with you! What 
benefit has a polite man over an unpolite one, where the 
latter shall have his rusticity allowed for (D that is his 
way!) and when the other has expeftations drawn upon 
him, which if not critically answered, he is not to be for¬ 
given 1 —^He is a prudent man 1 He may have overslept 
himself—Might dream of Clementina. Then it was a 
fault in him, that he ^aid to dine on the road—His horses 
might want re^l, truly I—Upon my word, Harriet, a wo¬ 
man in Love, is—a woman in Love. Wise or foolish be¬ 
fore, we are all equally foolish then: The same froward, 
petulant, captious, babies!—I protect, we are veiy silly 
creatures, all of us, in these circumstances; and did not* 
Love make men as great foqjs as ourselves, they would 
hardly think us worthy of their pursuit. Yet I am so true 
to the Free-masonry myself, that I would think the man 
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who should dare to say half I have written, of our Doll- 
ships, ought not to go away with his life. 

My sifter and I are troubled about this Greville. In¬ 
form us, the moment you can, of the particulars of what 
passed between my brother and him; pray do. We long 
also to see the Letter he has put into your hands, from 
Bologna. It is on the road, we hope. 

Caroline and I are as much concerned for your honour, 
your punftilio, as you, or any of you, can be. But by the 
account you give of my brother’s address to you in pre¬ 
sence of your grandmother and aunt, as well as from our 
knowledge of his politeness, neither you nor we need to 
trouble our heads about it: It may be all left to him. He 
knows so well what becomes the charafter of the woman 
whom he hopes to call his wife, that you will be sure of 
your dignity being preserved, if you place a confidence in 
him. And yet no man is so much above mere formal re¬ 
gards as he is. Let me enumerate inftances, from your 
Letter before me. 

His own Intention, in the firft place, not to surprise 
you by his visits, as you apprehended he would, which 
would have made him look like a man of self-imagined 
consequence to you—His providing himself with accom¬ 
modations at an inn; and not giving way to the invitation, 
even of your sagacious uncle Selby [I muft railly him. 
Does he spare me.^]—His singling you out on Friday 
from your men-friends, yet giving you the opportunity of 
your aunt’s and grandmother’s company, to make his 
personal application to you for your favour—His re- 
quefting the intereft of your other friends with you, as if 
he presumed not on your fq^mer acquaintance, and this 
after an application, not discouraged, made to your friends 
and you. 
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As to his equanimity in his firft address to you; his re¬ 
taining your hand, forsooth, before all your friends, and 
so-forth; never find fault with that, Harriet. [Indeed you 
do make an excuse for the very freedom you blame —So 
Lover-like!—] He is the very man, that a conscious 
young woman, as you are, should wish to be addressed 
by: So much courage, yet so much true modesty—What, 
I warrant, you would have had a man chalked out for you, 
who should have ^ood at di^ance, bowed, scraped, trem¬ 
bled ; while you had nothing to do, but bridle, and make 
ftiff courtesies to him, with your hands before you— 
Plagued with Ms doubts, and vf'ith.your own diffidences; 
afraid he would «ow, and now, and now^ pop out the 
que^ion; which he had not the courage to put; and so 
running on, simpering, fretting, fearing, two parallel 
lines, side by side, and never meeting; till some inter¬ 
posing friends in pity to you both, put one’s head point¬ 
ing to the other’s head, and broking and clapping the 
shoulders of each, set you at each other, as men do by 
other dunghil-bred creatures. 

You own, he took no notice of your emotion, when he 
fir^ addressed himself to you; so gave you an opportun¬ 
ity to look up, which otherwise you would have wanted. 
Now don’t you think you know a man creature or two, 
who would, on such an occasion, have grinned you quite 
out of countenance, and insulted you with their pity for 
being modeft?—But you own, that he had emotion too, 
when he firft opened his mind to you—^What a duce 
would the girl have?—Orme and Fowler in your head, 
no doubtl The tremblings of rejefted men, and the fa»- 
tasies of romantic women, we^e to be a rule to my brother, 
I suppose, with your mock-majeily 1—^Ah, Harriet! Did 
I not say that we women are very silly creatures?—But 
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my brother is 2igood man—So we muft have something to 
find fault with him for.—Hah, hah, hah, hah. What do 
you laugh at, Charlotte.?—What do I laugh at, Harriet.? 
—Why, at the idea of a couple of Loveyers, taken each 
with a violent ague-fit, at their fir^ approach to each 
other—Hands shaking—Knees trembling—Lips qui¬ 
vering—Tongue faltring—Teeth chattering—I had a 
good mind to present you with an ague-dialogue between 
such a trembling couple.—I, I, I, I, says the Lover— 
You, you, you, you, says the girl, if able to speak at all. 
But, Harriet, you shall have the whole, on demand. Rave 
at me, if you will: But Love, as it is called by boys and 
girls, shall ever be the subjeft of my ridicule. Does it not 
lead us girls into all manner of absurdities, inconvenien- 
cies, undutifulness, disgrace.?—^Villainous Cupidity!— 
It does. 

To be serious—Neither does my brother address you 
in a ^ile that impeaches either his own underftanding, or 
yours.—^Another fault, Harriet, is it not.?—But sure you 
are not so ve'ry a girl 1 

The justice he does to Lady Clementina and her family 
[Let me be very serious, when I speak of Clementina] is a 
glorious instance as well of his greatness of mind, as of 
his sincerity. He has no need to depreciate one Lady, to 
help him to exalt (or dojuSlice, I should rather say, to) an¬ 
other. By praising her, he makes noble court to you, in 
supposing you, as you are, one of the moft generous of 
women. How great is his compliment to both Ladies, 
when he calls Clementina the Miss Byron of Italy 1 Who, 
my dear, ever courted a woman as my brother courts you? 
Indeed there can be but vfiy few men who have such a 
woman to court. 

He suffers you not to ask for an account of the ^late of 
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his heart from the time he knew you fir^, till now. He 

f ives it to you, unasked. And how glorious is that account, 
oth to you, and himself! 

Let us look back upon his conduft when la^l in Italy, 
and when every ^tep seemed to lead to his being the hus¬ 
band of another woman. 

The recovery of Clementina, and of her noble brother, 
seems to be the consequence of his friendly goodness. The 
grateful family all join to reward him with their darling’s 
hand; her heart supposed to be already his. He, like the 
man of honour he is, concludes himself bound by his 
former offers. They accept him upon those terms. The 
Lady’s merits shine out with transcendent lustre in the 
eyes of every one, even of us his Sifters, and ofyoa, Har¬ 
riet, and your beft friends: Muft they not in his^ to whom 
was ever the Beauty but the second, attractive.? 
He had no tie to any other woman on earth: He had only 
the tenderness of his own heart, with regard to Miss 
Byron, to contend with. Ought he not to have contended 
with it.? He did\ and so far conquered, as to Suable him¬ 
self to hcjuSl to the Lady, whose great qualities, and the 
concurrence of her friends in his favour, had converted 
Compassion for her into Love. And who, that hears her 
ftory, can forbear to love her.? But with what tenderness, 
with what politeness, does he, in his Letter to his chosen 
correspondent, express himself of Miss Byron 1 He de¬ 
clares, that if she were not to be happy, it would be a great 
abatement of his own felicity. You, however, remember 
how politely he recals his apprehensions that you may not 
on his account, be altogether so happy as he wishes, as the 
suggeftions of his own presuipption; and censures him¬ 
self tor barely supposing, that he had been of consequence 
enough with you to give you pain. 
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How much to your honour, before he went over, does 
he account for your smiles, for your frankness of heart, in 
his company! He would not build upon them: Nor in¬ 
deed could he know the ^late of your heart, as we did: He 
had not the opportunity. How silly was your punftilio, 
that made you sometimes fansy it was out of mere com¬ 
passion that he revealed to you the ^fate of his engage¬ 
ment abroad! You see he tells you, that such was his 
opinion of your greatness of mind, that he thought he 
had no other way but to put it in your power to check 
him, if his Love for you should stimulate him to an aft of 
negleft to the Lady to whom (she having never refused 
him, and not being then in a condition either to claim 
him or set him free) he thought himself under obligation. 
Don’t you revere him for his honour to her, the nature of 
her malady considered?—What muft he have suffered in 
thisconfliftl 

Well, and now, by a ftrange turn in the Lady, but 
glorious to herself, as he observes, the obftacle removed, 
he applies to Miss Byron for her favour. How sensible is 
he of what delicacy requires from her! How juftly (re- 
spefting his Love for you) does he account for not post¬ 
poning, for the sake of cold and dull form, as he juftly 
expresses it, his address to you! How greatly does the 
Letter he delivered to you, favour his argument! Ah the 
poor Clementina! Cruel persuaders her relations! I hate 
and pity them, in a breath. Never, before, did hatred and 
pity meet in the same bosom, as they do in mine, on this 
occasion. His difficulties, my dear, and the uncommon 
situation he’is in, as if he were offering you but a divided 
Love, enhance your glory. You are reinftated on the Fe¬ 
male throne, to the lowermoft footftep of which you once 
was afraid you had descended. You are offered a man, 

k 
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whose perplexities have not proceeded from the entangle¬ 
ments of intrigue, incon^ancy, perfidy; but from his 
own compassionate nature: And could you, by any other 
way in the world than by this supposed divided Love, 
have had it in your power, by accepting his humbly- 
offered hand, to lay him under an obligation to you, 
which he thinks he never shall be able to discharge? Lay 
him —^Who?—Sir Charles Grandison —For whom so 
many virgin hearts have sighed in vain!—^And what a 
triumph to our Sex is this, as well as to my Harriet 1 
And now, Harriet, let me tell you, that my Sifter and I 
are both in great expectations of your next Letter. It is, it 
mu^ be, written before you will have this.'My brother is 
more than man: You have only to shew yourself to be 
superior to the forms of woman. If you play the fool with 
him, now, that you have the power you and we have so 
long wished you—If you give pain to his noble, because 
sincere heart, by any the leaft shadow of Female affecta¬ 
tion ; you, who have hitherto been distinguished for so 
amiable a frankness; you, who cannot doubt his honour 
—the honour of a man who solicits your favour in even a 
great raaiancr, a manner in which no man before him ever 
courted a woman, because few men before him have ever 
been so particularly circumstanced; a manner that gives 
you an opportunity to outshine, in your acceptance of 
him, even the noble Clementina in her refusal! as bigotry 
muft have been in part, her motive—If, I say, you aft 
foolishly, weakly, now—^Look to it—You will depreci¬ 
ate, if not caSt away, your own glory. Remember, you 
have a man to deal with, who, from the behaviour of us 
his Sisters to Mrs. Oldham,,at his firSt return to England, 
took measure of our minds, and, without loving us the 
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less for it, looked down upon us with pity; and made us, 
ever since, look upon ourselves in a diminishing light, 
and as sifters who have greater reason to glory in their 
brother, than he has in them. Would you not rather, you 
who are to ftand in a ftill nearer relation to him, invite his 
admiration, than his pity? Till laft Friday night you had 
it: What Saturday has produced, we shall soon guess. 

Not either Lord L. or Lord G. not Emily, not aunt 
Eleanor, now, either see or hear read what you write, 
except here-and-there a passage, which you yourself 
would not scruple to hear read to them. Are you not our 
third Sifter? To each of us our next Self: And, what gives 
you ftill more dignity, the elefted wife of our brother! 

Adieu, my Love! In longing expeftation of your next, 
we subscribe 

Tour affedionate 

CAROLINE L. 
CHARLOTTE G. 


LETTER XXIV. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Saturday^ Oil. 14. 

M R.FENWICK has juft now been telling us, from 
the account given him by that Greville, vile man 1 
how the affair was between him and Sir Charles Grand¬ 
ison. Take it briefly, as follows: 

About Eight yefterday morning, that audacious 
wretch went to the George ^t Northampton; and, after 
making his enquiries, demandedanaudienceofSirCharles 

k2 
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Grandison. Sir Charles was near dressed, and had order¬ 
ed his chariot to be ready, with intent to visit us early. 

He admitted of Mr. Greville’s visit. Mr. Greville con¬ 
fesses, that his own behaviour was peremptory (his word 
for insolent^ I suppose). I hear. Sir, said he, that you are 
come down into this county in order to carry off from us 
the richest jewel in it—I need not say whom. My name is 
Greville: I have long made my addresses to her, and have 
bound myself under a vow, that, were a Prince to be my 
competitor, I would dispute his title to her. 

You seem to be princely man, Sir, said Sir Charles, 
dfended with his air and words, no doubt. You need not, 
Mr. Grevdlle, have told me your name: I have heard of 
you. What year pretensions are, I know not; your vow is 
nothing to me: I am mafter of my own aftions; and shall 
not account to you, or any man living, for them. 

I presume. Sir, you came down with the intention I 
have hinted at.? I beg only your answer as to that. I beg it 
as a favour, gentleman to gentleman. 

The manner of your address to me. Sir, is not such as 
will intitle you to an answer for your own sake. I will tell 
you, however, that I am come down to pay my devoirs to 
Miss Byron. I hope for acceptance; and know not that I 
am to make allowance for the claim of any man on earth. 

Sir Charles Grandison, I know your charafter: I know 
your bravery. It is from that knowlege that I consider you 
as a fit man for me to talk to. I am not a Sir Hargrave Pol- 
lexfen, Sir. 

I make no account of who or what you are, Mr. Gre- 
viile. Your visit is not, at this time, a welcome one: I am 
going to breakfast with Miss Byron. I shall be here in the 
evening, and at leisure, then, to attend to any-thing you 
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shall think yourself authorized to say to me, on this or 
any other subjedh. 

We may be overheard, Sir—Shall I beg you to walk 
with me into the garden below? You are going to break¬ 
fast, you say, with Miss Byron. Dear Sir Charles Grandi¬ 
son, oblige me with an audience, of five minutes only, in 
the back-yard ,or garden. 

In the evening, Mr. Greville, command me any-where: 
But I will not be broken in upon now. 

I will not leave you at liberty. Sir Charles, to make 
your visit where you are going, till I am gratified with one 
five minutes conference with you below. 

Excuse me then, Mr. Greville, that I give orders, as if 
you were not here. Sir Charles rang. Up came one of his 
servants.—Is the chariot ready.?—AlmoSt ready, was the 
answer.—Make haSle. Saunders may see his friends in 
this neighbourhood: He may ^ay with them till Mon¬ 
day. Frederick and you attend me. 

He took out a Letter, and read in it, as he walked about 
the room, with great composure, not regarding Mr. Gre¬ 
ville, who ftood swelling, as he owned, at one of the win¬ 
dows, till the servant withdrew; and then he addressed 
himself to Sir Charles in language of reproach on this con¬ 
temptuous treatment.—Mr. Greville, said Sir Charles, 
you may be thankful, perhaps, that you are in my own 
apartment: This intrusion is a very ungentlemanly one. 

Sir Charles was angry, and expressed impatience to be 
gone. Mr. Greville owned, that he knew not how to con¬ 
tain himself, to see his rival, with so many advantages in 
his person land air, dressed avowedly to attend the woman 
he had so long—Shall I say been troublesome to? For I 
am sure he never had the shadow of countenance from me. 
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I repeat my demand, Sir Charles, of a conference of 
five minutes below. • 

You have no right to make any demand upon me, Mr. 
Greville: If you think you have, the evening will be time 
enough. But, even then, you mu^ behave more like a 
gentleman, than you have done hitherto, to intitle your¬ 
self to be considered as on a foot with me. 

Not on a foot with you. Sir!—^And he put his hand 
upon his sword. A gentleman is on a foot with a Prince, 
Sir, in a point of honour— 

Go, then, and find out your Prince, Mr. Greville: I am 
no Prince. And you have as much reason to address your¬ 
self to the man you never saw, as to me. 

His servant juil then shewing himself, and with-draw¬ 
ing; Mr. Greville, added he, I leave you in possession of 
this apartment. Your servant. Sir. In the evening I shall 
be at your command. 

One word with you. Sir Charles—One word— 

What would Mr. Greville? turning back. 

Have you made proposals? Are your proposals accept¬ 
ed? 

I repeat, that you ought to have behaved differently, 
Mr. Greville, to be intitled to an answer to these ques¬ 
tions. 

Answer me, however. Sir: I beg it as a favour. 

Sir Charles took out his watch.—After Nine: I shall 
make them wait. But thus I answer you: I have made pro¬ 
posals; and, as I told you before, hope they will be 
accepted. , 

Were you any other man in the world. Sir, the man be¬ 
fore you might queftion your success with a woman 
whose difficulties are augmented by the obsequiousness 
of her admirers. But such a man as you, would not have 



Let. 24*] Sir Charles Grandison 135 

come down on a fool’s errand. I love Miss Byron to dis¬ 
traction. I could mot shew my face in the county, and 
suffer any man out of it to carry away such a prize. 

Out of the county, Mr. Greville! What narrowness is 
this! But I pity you for your Love of Miss Byron: And— 

Yom pity me, Sir! interrupted he.—I bear not such 
haughty tokens of superiority. Either give up your pre¬ 
tensions to Miss Byron, or make me sensible of it, in the 
way of a gentleman. 

Mr. Greville, your servant: And he went down. 

The wretch followed him; and when they came to the 
yard, and Sir Charles was Clepping into his chariot,he 
took his hand, several persons present—We are observ¬ 
ed, Sir Charles, whispered he. Withdraw with me, for a 
few moments. By the great God of Heaven, you muCl not 
refuse me. I cannot bear that you should go thus tri¬ 
umphantly on the business you are going upon. 

Sir Charles suffered himself to be led by the wretch: 
And when they were come to a private spot, Mr. Gre¬ 
ville drew, jfnd demanded Sir Charles to do the like, 
putting himself in a posture of defence. 

Sir Charles put his hand on his sword, but drew it not. 
Mr. Greville, said he, know your own safety; and was 
turning from him, when the wretch swore he would ad¬ 
mit of no alternative, but his giving up his pretensions to 
Miss Byron. 

His rage, as Mr. Fenwick describes it from himself, 
making him dangerous. Sir Charles drew.—I only de¬ 
fend myself, said he—Greville, you keep no guard—He 
put by his* pass with his sword; and, without making a 
push, closed in with him, twilled his sword out of his 
hand; and, pointing his own to his breaft. You see my 
power, Sir—Take your Life, and your Sword.—But if 
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you are either wise, or would be thought a man of honour, 
tempt not again your fate. 

And am I again mailer of my sword, and unhurt? ’Tis 
generous—^The evening, you say? 

Still I say, I will be yours in the evening, either at your 
own house, or at my inn; but not as a Duelli^l, Sir: You 
know my principles. 

How can this be? and he swore.—How was it done.?— 
Expose me not at Selby-house.—How the devil could 
this be.?—I expeft you in the evening here. 

He went off a back-way. Sir Charles, inftead of going 
direftly into his chariot, went up to his apartment-, wrote 
his Billet to my aunt to excuse himself, finding it full late 
to get hither in time, and being somewhat discomposed 
in his temper, as he owned to us: And then he took an 
airing in his chariot, till he came hither to dine. 

But how should we have been alarmed, had we known 
that Sir Charles declined supping here, in order to meet 
the violent man again at his inn 1 And how did we again 
blame ourselves for taking amiss his not supping with us! 

Mr. Fenwick says, that Mr. Greville got him to accom¬ 
pany him to the George. 

Sir Charles apologized, with great civility, to Mr. Gre¬ 
ville, for making him wait for him. Mr. Greville, had he 
been disposed for mischief, had no use of his right-arm. 
It was drained by the twilling of his sword from it, and in 
a sling. 

Sir Charles behaved to them both with great polite¬ 
ness; and Mr. Greville owned, that he had afted nobly 
by him, in returning his sword, even before his passion 
was calmed, and in not using his own. But it was some 
time, it seems, before he was brought into this temper. 
What a good deal contributed to it, was, Sir Charles’s 
acquainting him, that he had not given particulars at 
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Selby-house, or to any-body, of the affray between them; 
but referred it tojiimself to give them, as he should think 
proper. This forbearance he highly applauded, and was 
even thankful for it. Fenwick shall, in confidence, said 
he, report this matter to your honour, and my own morti¬ 
fication, as the truth requires, at Selby-house. Let me not 
be hated by Miss Byron, on this account. My passion 
gave me disadvantage. I will try to honour you. Sir 
Charles: But I muft hate you, if you succeed. One con¬ 
dition, however, I make: That you reconcile me to the 
Selby’s, and Miss Byron; and if you are likely to be suc¬ 
cessful, let me have the credit of reporting, that it is by 
my consent. 

They parted with civility; but not, it seems, till a late 
hour. Sir Charles, as Mr. Beauchamp and Dr. Bartlett 
have told us, was always happy in making, by his equani¬ 
mity, generosity, and forgiveness, fa^f friends of inveter¬ 
ate enemies. Thank God, the issue was not unhappy! 

Mr. Fenwick says, that the rencounter is very little 
guessed at, <5r talked of [Thank God for that, too!]; and 
to those few, who have enquired of Mr. Greville or Mr. 
Fenwick about it, it has been denied; and now Greville, 
as Mr. Fenwick had done before, declares he will give 
out, that he yields up all his hopes of Miss Byron; but 
says, that Sir Charles Grandison, of whose address every¬ 
body already talks, is the only man in England to whom he 
could resign his pretensions. 

He insists upon Sir Charles’s dining with him to-mor¬ 
row; Mr. Fenwick’s also. Sir Charles is so desirous that 
the neighbourhood should conclude, that he and these 
gentlemen are on a foot of^ood under^landing, that he 
made the less scruple, for every-one’s sake, to accept of 
his invitation. 

I am very, very thankful, my deareif Lady G. that the 
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con^ant blu^erings of this violent man, for so many 
months paft, are so happily overblown, . 

Mr. Fe nwi ck, as I guessed he would, made proposals 
to myaunt and me for my Luq^. Lu(W has a fine fo rtune: 
B ut if sh^ ^ad not, he should not Kave her! IndeeJTie is 
Uot worthy ofllucy’s'mmd.TFre'muSf'BFretated to me, he 
said: But I answered. No man m u^ call Lucy Se lby hi s, 
whojcaaiiaweaay other motive forTuswTsKesE^Ker merit. 

We hourly expe^l your brother. The"new danger he 
has been in, on my account, endears him ilill more to us 
all. How, how will you forbear, said my uncle, throwing 
yourself in his arms at once, when he demands the result 
of our deliberations.? If I follow Mr. Deane’s advice, I 
am to give him my hand at the fir§l word: If Lucy’s and 
Nancy’s, he is not to ask me twice: If my grandmamma’s 
and aunt’s [They are always good] I am to adl as occasion 
requires, and as my own confided-in prudence will sug¬ 
gest at the time; but to be sure not to be guilty of affefta- 
tion. But ^ill, my dear Ladies, something Clicks with me 
(and ought it not.?) in relation to the noble Clementina! 


LETTER XXV. 

Miss Byron. /« Continuation. 

Saturday Night, 0 £l, 14. 

N OW, my dear Ladies L. and G. let me lay before 
you, ju^l as it happened, for your approbation, or 
censure, all that has passed between the be^ of men and 
your Harriet. Happy shall I Jse, if I can be acquitted by 
his sillers. 

My grandmamma went home la^l night, but was here 



Let. 250 Sir Charles Grandison 139 

before Sir Charles; yet he came a little after Eleven. We 
were all in the great parlour when he came. He addressed 
us severally with his usual politeness; and my grand¬ 
mother, particularly, with such an air of reverence, as did 
himself credit, because of her years and wisdom. 

We all congratulated him on what we had heard from 
Mr. Fenwick. 

Mr. Greville and I, said he, are on very good terms. 
When I have the presumption to think my^^^ a welcome 
gueft, I am to introduce him as my friend. Mr. Greville, 
tho’ so long your neighbour, mode^ly doubts his own 
welcome. 

Well he may, said my aunt Selby, after—No afters^ 
dear madam, if you mean any-thing that has passed be¬ 
tween him and me. 

He again addressed himself to me. I rejoice. Sir, said I, 
that you have so happily quieted a spirit always thought 
uncontroulable. 

You mu^ tell me, madam, replied he, when I can be 
allowed to introduce Mr. Greville to you? 

Shall 1 answer for my cousin, said Lucy?—I did not. 
Sir Charles, think you such a designer.—You were not, 
you know, to introduce Mr. Greville, till you were assur¬ 
ed of being yourself a wry welcome gue^t to my cousin. 

I own my plot, replied he: I had an intent to surprise 
Miss Byron into an implied favour to myself. 

You need not. Sir Charles, thought I, take such a me¬ 
thod. 

On his taking very kind notice of my co usin James; 
Do you know. Sir Charles, said my uncle (whose joy, 
when it overflows, seldom suffers the dear man to consult 

is already in love with your 


seasonableness) that that boy 
£mily?-r- The youth blushed 
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I am obliged to every-body who loves my Emily. She 
is a favourite of Miss Byron—Mu^t she not then be a 
good girl? 

She is indeed a favourite, said I; and so great a one, 
that I know not who can deserve her. 

I said this, le^ Sir Charles should think (on a suppo¬ 
sition that my uncle meant something) that my cousin 
had my countenance. 

Sir Charles then addressed himself to my grandmam¬ 
ma and aunt, speaking low.—I hope. Ladies, I may be 
allowed in your presence to resume the conversation of 
yesterday with Miss Byron? 

No, Sir Charles, answered my grandmamma, affefting 
to look serious, that mu^ not be. 

MuSl not be^ madam! and he seemed surprised, and 
ajffeiled too. My aunt was a little startled; but not so much 
as she would have been, had she not known the lively 
turns which that excellent parent sometimes gives to sub- 
jefts of conversation. 

Must not be, I repeat. Sir Charles: But I \^ill not suffer 
you to be long in suspense. We have always, when pro¬ 
posals of this kind have been made, referred ourselves to 
our Harriet. She has prudence: She has gratitude. We 
will leave her and you together, when she is inclined to 
hear you on the intere^ing subject. I know I am right. 
Harriet is above disguises. She will be obliged to speak 
for herself, when she has not either her aunt or me to refer 
to. She and you are not acquaintance of yefterday. You, 
Sir, I dare say, will not be displeased with the opportun¬ 
ity.— 

Neither Miss Byron nor I, madam, could wish for the 
absence of two such parental relations. But this reference 
1 will presume to construe as a hopeful prognoftic. May I 
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now, thro’ your mediation, madam, {to my aunt) hope for 
the opportunity of addressing myself to Miss Byron? 

My aunt, taking me to the window, told me what had 
passed. I was a little surprised at my grandmamma’s 
reference to myself only. I expoftulated with my aunt: It 
is plain, madam, that Sir Charles expefted not this com¬ 
pliment. 

Your grandmamma’s motion surprised me a little, my 
dear: It proceeded from the fulness of her joy: She meant 
a compliment to you both: There is now no receding. 
Let us withdraw together. 

What, madam, at his proposal? As if expeiling to be 
followed?—See how my uncle looks at me! Every one’s 
eyes are upon me!—In the afternoon, if it muft be—^as 
by accident. But I had rather you and my grandmamma 
were to be present. I mean not to be guilty of affeftation 
to him: I know my own heart, and will not disguise it. I 
shall want to refer to you. I shall be silly: I dare not tru^t 
myself. 

I wish the*compliment had not been made, replied my 
aunt. But, my dear, come along with me. 

She went out. I followed her; a little reludlantly, how¬ 
ever; and Lucy tells me, that I looked so silly, as was 
enough, of itself, to inform every-body of the intent of 
my withdrawing, and that I expedled Sir Charles would 
follow me. 

She was very cruel, I told her; and in my case would 
have looked as silly as I; while / should have pitied her. 

I led to my closet. My aunt, seating me there, was go¬ 
ing from hie. Well, madam, and so I am to ^ay here 
quietly, I suppose, till Sir Charles vouchsafes to come? 
Would Clementina have done so? 

No hint to him of Clementina in this way, I charge 
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you: It would look ungrateful, and girlish. I will intro¬ 
duce him to you— • 

And ^ay with me, I hope, madam, when he is intro¬ 
duced. I tell you. Lady G. all my foibles. 

Away went my aunt; but soon returned, and with her 
the man of men. 

She but turned herself round, and saw him take my 
hand, which he did with a compliment that would have 
made me proud at another time, and left us together. 

I was resolved then to assume all my courage, and, if 
possible, to be present to myself. He was to himself; yet 
had a modefty and politeness in his manner, which soft¬ 
ened the dignity of his address. 

Some men, I fansy, would have begun with admiring, 
or pretending to admire, the pieces of my own workman¬ 
ship, which you have seen hang there: But not he. After 
another compliment made (as I presume, to re-assure me) 
on my restored complexion [I did indeed feel my face 
glow]; he spoke direftly to his subjedl. 

I need not, I am sure, said he, repeat to rfiy dear Miss 
Byron what I said yesterday, as to the delicacy of my situ¬ 
ation, with regard to what some would dee m a divided or 
rl<jnbL» T^p. I need not repeat to you the very great re¬ 
gard I hav^T^d ever shall have, for the Lady abroad. 
Her merit, and your greatness of mind, render an apo¬ 
logy for so ju^ a regard needless. But it may be necessary 
to say, what I can with truth s ay, that I love not my own 
Soul better than Oo^^ I 

anTwKolly free, wlth regafd to that Lady—free by her 
own choice, by her own will.—You see, thaf the whole 
family build a part of their happiness on the success of 
my address to a Lady of my own country. Clementina’s 
wish always was, that I would marry; and only be careful, 
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that my choice should not disgrace the regard she vouch¬ 
safed to own for me. Clementina, when she has the plea¬ 
sure of knowing the dear Lady before me, if that may be, 
by the name of Grandison, will confess, that my choice 
has done the higheft credit to the favour she honoured me 
with. 

And will you not, my dear Lady G. be ready to ask. 
Could Sir Charles Grandison be really in earned in this 
humble court (as if he doubted her favour) to a creature, 
every wish of whose heart was devoted to him.? Did he not 
rather for his own sake, in order to give her the conse¬ 
quence which a wife of his ought to have, resolve to dig¬ 
nify the poor girl, who had so long been mortified by 
cruel suspense, and who had so often despaired of ever 
being happy with the Lord of her heart.? O no, my dear; 
your brother looked the humble, the mode^ Lover; yet 
the man of sense, of dignity, in Love. I could not but be 
assured of his affeftion, notwith^anding all that had 
passed. And what had passed, that he could possibly 
have helped?—His pleas of the day before, the contents 
of Signor Jeronymo’s Letter, were all in my mind. 

He seemed to expedt my answer. He only, whose gen- 
txovAy-doubting eye kept down mine, can tell how I look¬ 
ed, how I behaved—But hesitatingly, tremblingly, both 
voice, and knees, as I sat; thus brokenly, as near as I re¬ 
member, I answered, not withdrawing my hand, tho,’ as 
I spoke, he more than once pressed it with his lips:—The 
honour of Sir Charles Grandison—Sir Charles Grandi- 
son’s honour—no one ever did, or ever can, doubt.—I 
mu^l own^—I muft confess—There I paused. 

What does my dear Miss Byron own.?—What con¬ 
fess.?—^Assure yourself, madam, of my honour, of my 
gratitude.—Should you have doubts.^ speak them. I desire 
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your favour but as I clear up your doubts. I would speak 
them for you—I have spoken them for you. I own to you, 
madam, that there may be force in your doubts, which 
nothing but your generosity, and affiance in the honour 
of the man before you, can induce you to get over. And 
thus far I will own again^ myself, that were the Lady, in 
whose heart I should hope an intereft, to have been cir- 
cum^anced as I was, my own delicacy would have been 
hurt; owing, indeed, to the high notion I have of the true 
Female delicacy.—^Now say, now own^ now confess, my 
dear Miss Byron—^what you were going to confess. 

This, Sir, is my confession—^and it is the confession of 
a heart which I hope is as sincere as your own—That I 
am dazled, confounded, shall I say? at the superior merits 
of the Lady you so nobly, so like yourself, glory ^lill in 
efteeming as she well deserves to be efteemed. 

Joy seemed to flash from his eyes—He bowed on my 
hand, and pressed it with his lips; but was either silent by 
choice, or could not speak. ^ 

I proceeded, tho’ with a hesitating voice, a glowing 
cheek, and downcaft eyes—I fear not. Sir, any more than 
she did, your honour, your justice, no nor your indulgent 
tenderness—Tbar character, year principles. Sir, are full 
security to the woman who shall endeavour to deserve 
from you that indulgence—But so ju^ly high do I think 
of Lady Clementina, and her conduft, that I fear—ah. 
Sir, I fear—^that it is impossible— 

I ilopt—I am sure I was in earnest, and mu^l look to be 
so, or my countenance and my heart were not allied. 

What impossible ?—^What fears my dear Miss Byron is 
impossible? 

Why (thus kindly urged, and by a man of unquestion¬ 
able honour) shall I not speak all that is in my mind? The 
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poor Harriet Byron fears, shejufily fears, when she con¬ 
templates the n^agnanimity of that exalted Lady, that 
with all her care, with all her endeavours, she never shall 
be able to make the figure to Herself, which is necessary 
for her own tranquillity (however you might generously 
endeavour to assure her doubting mind). This, Sir, is my 
doubt—^And —all my doubt. 

Generous, kind, noble Miss Byron! in a rapturous 
accent—And is this all your doubt? Then mu^t yet the 
man before you be a happy man; for he que^ions not, if 
life be lent him, to make you one of the happieft of wo¬ 
men. Clementina has a6led gloriously in preferring to all 
other 
aitew 

be doubly bound in gratitude to her si^er-excellence, 
who, having not those trials, yet the moSi delicate of hu¬ 
man minds, shews in my favour a frankness of heart which 
sets her above little forms and affedlation, and at the same 
time a generosity with regard to the merits of another 
Lady which Ras few examples? 

He then on one knee, taking my passive hand between 
both his, and kissing it, once, twice, thrice—Repeat, 
dear, and ever-dear. Miss Byron, that this is all your 
doubt [I bowed assentingly: I could not speak]—A hap¬ 
py, an easy task, is mine 1 Be assured, deare^ madam, that 
I will disavow every aftion of my life, every thought of 
my heart, every word of my mouth, which tends not to 
dissipate that doubt. 

I took out my handkerchief— 

My deaf Miss Byron, proceeded he, with an ardor that 
bespoke his heart, you are gpodness itself. I approached 
you with diffidence, with more than diffidence, with ap¬ 
prehension, because of your known delicacy; which I 

1 


__ _ _ iTrtryrTcan 

this in KefHvoiifj'agam^ my¥eTn'And^ I not 
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was afraid, on this occasion, would descend into pundli- 
liousness.—May blessings attend my future life, as my 
grateful heart shall acknowlege this goodness 1— 

Again he kissed my hand, rising with dignity. I could 
have received his vows on my knees; but I was motion¬ 
less; yet I had joy to be enabled to give him joy.—^Joy to 
your brother! to Sir Charles Grandison I 

He saw me greatly affefted; and indeed my emotion 
increased on reflexion. He considerately said, I will leave 
you, my dear Miss Byron, to in title myself to the congra¬ 
tulations of all our friends below. From this moment, 
after a thousand suspenses and Grange events, which, 
unsought-for, have chequered my pa^t life, I date my 
happiness. 

He mo^t respeftfully left me. 

I was glad he did: Yet my eyes followed him. His very 
shadow was grateful to me, as he went downstairs. And 
there, it seems, he congratulated himself, and called for 
the congratulations of every one present, in so noble a 
manner, that every eye ran over with joy. ' 

Was I not right, said my grandmamma to my aunt 
(You half-blamed me, my dear) in leaving Sir Charles 
and my Harriet together.? Harriet ever was above dis¬ 
guise. Sir Charles might hsivt guessed at her heart; but he 
would not have known it from her own lips, had she had 
you and me to refer to. 

Whateveryoa do, madam, answered my aunt, muSl be 
right. 

My aunt came up to me. She found me in a very 
thoughtful mood. I had sometimes been accusing myself, 
of forwardness, and at others was acquitting myself, or 
endeavouring to do so—^yet mingling, tho’ thus early, a 
hundred delightful circiun^ances with my accusations 
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and acquittals, which were likely to bless my future lot. 
Such as, his relations and friends being mine, mine his; 
and I ran them over all by name. But my Emily, my dear 
Emily! I considered as my ward, as well as his. In this 
way my aunt found me. She embraced me, applauded me, 
and cleared up all my self-doubtings, as to forwardness; 
and told me of their mutual congratulations below, and 
how happy I had made them all. What self-confidence 
did her approbation give me 1 —And as she assured me, 
that my uncle would not railly, but extol me, I went 
down, with spirits much higher than I went up with. 

Sir Charles and my grandmamma were talking to¬ 
gether, sitting side by side, when I entered the room. All 
the company ^lood up at my entrance.—O my dear! 
what a Princess in every one’s eye will the declared Love 
of such a man make me! How will all the consequence I 
had before, among my partial friends and favourers, be 
augmented! 

My uncle said, sideling by me (kindly intending not to 
dash me) My*sweet sparkler! [That was the name he used 
to call me, before Sir Charles Grandison taught me a les¬ 
son that made me thoughtful] You are now again my de¬ 
light, and my joy. I thank you for not being—a fool— 
that’s all. Egad, I was afraid of your Femality, when you 
came face to face. 

Sir Charles came to me, and, with an air of the mo^l 
respedlful love, taking my hand, led me to a seat between 
himself and my grandmamma. 

My ever-dear Harriet, said she, and condescended to 
lift my hand to her lips. I will not abash you; but muft 
juH say, that you have acquitted yourself as I wished you 
to do. I knew I could tru^ to a heart that ever was above 
afFe^Iation or disguise. 


I2 
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Sir Charles Grandison, madam, said I, has the gener¬ 
osity to di^inguish and encourage a doubting mind. 

"infinitely obliging Miss Byron, replied he, pressing 
ane hand between both his, as my grandmamma held the 
lother, your condescension attrafts both my Love and 
f Reverence. Permit me to say. That had not Heaven given 
a Miss Byron for the object of my hope, I had hardly, 
after what had befallen me abroad^ ever looked forward to 
a wedded Love. 

One favour I have to beg of you, Sir, resumed my 
grandmamma: It is, that you will never use the word 
abroad^ or expressby their countries'^ in fine, that 
^u will never speak with reserve, when the admirable 
Clementina is in your thoughts. Mention her name with 
freedom, my dear Sir, to my child, to me, and to my 
daughter Selby—^you may—We always loved and rever¬ 
enced her: Still we do so. She has given an example to all 
her Sex, of a passion properly subdued—Of temporal 
xonsiderations yielding to eternal! 

Sir, said I, bowing as I sat, I join in this request. 

His eyes gli^ened with grateful joy. He bowed low to 
each, but spoke not. 

My aunt came to us, and sat down by Sir Charles, 
refusing his seat, because it was next me. Let me, said 
she, enjoy your conversation: I have heard part of your 
subjeft, and subscribe to it, with all my heart. Lady G. 
can teftify for us all three, that we cannot be so mean, as 
to intend you a compliment. Sir, by what has been said. 

Nor can I, madam, as to imagine it. You exalt yo«r- 
selves even more than you do Clementina. I* will let my. 
Jeronymo know some of thaparticulars which have given 
joy to my heart. They will make him happy; and the excel¬ 
lent Clementina (I will not forbear her name) will rejoice 
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in the happy prospers before me. She wanted but to be 
assured that the friend she so greatly honoured with her 
regard, was not likely (either in the qualities of the Lady’s 

mind, or in her family-connexions) to be a sufferer by her 
declining his address. 

May nothing now happen, my dear Lady G. to over¬ 
cloud—But I will not be apprehensive. I will thankfully 
enjoy the present moment, and leave the future to the 
All-wise Disposer of events. If Sir Charles Grandison be 

mine, and reward by his kindness my Love, what can be- 
fal me, that I ought not to bear with resignation.? 

But, my dear Ladies, let me here ask you a queftion, or 
two. 

Tell me. Did I ever, as you remember, suffer by sus¬ 
penses, by «»y-thing?—Was there ever really such a man 
as Sir Hargrave Pollexfen ?—Did I not tell you my dreams, 
when I told you of what I believed I had undergone from 
his persecuting insults? It is well, for the sakeof preserving 
to me the grace of humility, and for the sake of warning 
(for all my dzYSpreceding that insult had been happy) that 
I wrote down at the time an account of those sufferings, 
those suspenses, or I should have been apt to forget now, 
that I ever was unhappy. 

And, pray, let me ask. Ladies, Can you guess what is 
become of my illness? I was very ill, you know, when you. 
Lady G. did us the honour of a visit; so ill, that I could 
not hide it from you, and my other dear friends, as fain I 
would have done. I did not think it was an illness of such 
a nature, as that its cure depended on an easy heart. I was 
so much convinced of the merits of Lady Clementina, 
and that no other woman irhthe world ought to be Lady 
Grandison, that I thought I had pretty tolerably quieted 
my heart in that expeftation. I hope I brag not too soon. 
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But, my dear, I now feel so easy, so light, so happy—that 
I hardly know what’s the matter with me—But I hope 
nobody will find the malady I have loSl. May no disap- 

? ointed heart be invaded by it! Let it not travel to Italy! 

'he dear Lady there has suffered enough from a worse 
malady! Nor, if it ffay in the island, let it come near the 
sighing heart of my Emily! That dear girl shall be happy, 
if It be in my power to make her so. Pray, Ladies, tell her 
she shall.—^No, but don’t: I will tell her so myself by the 
next po^l. Nor let it, I pray God, attack Lady Anne S. or 
any of the half-score Ladies, of whom once I was so un¬ 
willing to hear. 

Our discourse at table was on various subjefts. My 
cousin James was again very inquisitive after the princi¬ 
pal courts, and places of note, in Italy. 

What pleasure do I hope one day to receive from the 
perusal (if I shall be favoured with it) of Sir Charles’s 
Literary Journal, mentioned to Dr. Barflett, in some 
of his Letters from Italy! For it includes, I presume, a 
description of palaces, cities, cabinets of the curious, di¬ 
versions, amusements, customs, of different nations. How 
attentive were we all, to the answers he made to my cousin 
James’s questions! My memory serves but for a few gen¬ 
erals; and those I will not trouble you with. Sir Charles 
told my cousin, that if he were determined on an excur¬ 
sion abroad, he would furnish him with recommendatory 
Letters. 

Mr. Greville and his insult were one of our subjefts 
after dinner, when the servants were withdrawn. Lucy ex- ' 
pressed her wonder, that he'was so soon reconciled to Sir 
Charles, after the menaces he had for years pa^ thrown out 
again^ any man who should be likely to succeed with me. 
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My uncle observed, that Mr. Greville had not for a 
long time had any hopes; that he always was apprehen¬ 
sive, that if Sir Charles Grandison were to make his 
addresses, he would succeed: That it had been his and 
Fenwick’s cuftom, to endeavour to blunter away their 
competitors(^?).He possibly, my uncle added, might hope 
to intimidate Sir Charles; or at lea^t, knowing his 
principles, might suppose he ran no risque in the attempt. 

Mr. Deane said, Mr. Greville had told him, that the 
moment he knew Miss Byron had chosen her man, he 
would give up his pretensions; but that, as long as she 
remained single, he was determined to persecute her, as 
he himself called it. Perseverance he had known do every¬ 
thing, after an admired woman had run through her 
circle of humble servants, and perhaps found herself dis¬ 
appointed in her own choice; and for his part, but with 
her., he had no fondness for the married life; he cared not 
who knew it. 

Sir Charles spoke of Mr. Greville with candour. He 
thought him*a man of rough manners, but not ill-natured. 
He aifefted to be a joker, and often therefore might be 
taken for a worse man than he really was. He believed 
him to be careless of his reputation, and one'who seemed 
to think there were wit and bravery in advancing free and 
uncommon things; and gloried in bold surprizes. For 
my part, continued he, I should hardly have consented to 
cultivate his acquaintance, much less to dine with him 
to-morrow, but as he insi^ed upon it, as a token of my 
forgiving in him a behaviour that was really what a gen¬ 
tleman shbuld not have pardoned himself for. I consider¬ 
ed him, proceeded Sir Claries, as a neighbour to this 
family, with whom you had lived, and perhaps chose to 

(tf) See Vol.I.Letterii.p. 5,6. 
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live, upon good terms. Bad neighbours are nuisances, 
especially if they are people of fortune: k is in the power 
of such to be very troublesome in their own persons ; and 
they will often let loose their servants to defy, provoke, 
insult, and do mischief to, those they love not. Mr. Gre- 
ville I thought, added he, deserved to be the more in¬ 
dulged, for the sake of his Love to Miss Byron. He is a 
proud man, and mu^l be mortified enough in having it 
generally known that she had constantly rejedted his suit. 

Why that’s true, said my uncle, Sir Charles, you con¬ 
sider every-body. But I hope all’s over between you.— 

I have no doubt but it is, Mr. Selby. Mr. Greville’s 
whole aim now seems to be, to come off with as little 
abatement of his pride, as possible. He thinks, if he can 
pass to the world as one who having no hope himself, is 
desirous to promote the cause of his friend, as he will 
acknowlege me to be, it will give him consequence in the 
eye of the world, and be a gentle method of letting his 
pride down easy. 

Very well, said my uncle; and a very good contrivance 
for a proud man, I think. 

It is an expedient of his friend Fenwick, replied Sir 
Charles; and Mr. Greville is not a little fond of it. And 
what. Ladies and Gentlemen, will you say, if you should 
see me come to church to-morrow with him, sit with him 
in the same pew, and go with him to dinner in his coach.? 
It is his requeft that I will. He thinks this will put an end 
to the whispers which have passed, in spite of all his pre¬ 
caution, of a rencounter between him and me: For he has 
given out, that he drained his wriil and arm by*a fall from 
his horse. Tell me, dear Ladies, shall I, or shall I not, 
oblige him in this request.? He is to be with me to-night, 
for an answer. 
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My grandmamma said, that Mr. Greville was always a 
very odd, a very particular man. She thought Sir Charles 
very kind to us in being so willing to conciliate with him. 
My uncle declared, that he was very desirous to live on 
good terms with all his neighbours, particularly with 
Mr. Greville, a part of whose eftate being intermixed 
with his, it might be in his power to be vexatious, at lea^l 
to his tenants. Mr. Deane thought the compromise was a 
happy one; and he supposed entirely agreeable to Sir 
Charles’s generous wishes to promote the good under- 
handing of neighbours; and to the compassion it was in 
his nature to shew to an unsuccessful rival. 

Sir Charles then turning to Lucy; May I, Miss Selby, 
said he, do you think, without being too deep a designer^ 
ask leave of Miss Byron, on the presumption of her good¬ 
ness to me, to bring Mr. Greville to drink tea with her 
to-morrow in the afternoon.? 

Your servant. Sir Charles, answered Lucy, smiling; 
But what say you, cousin Byron, to this quehion.? 

This house*s not mine, replied I; but I dare say, I may 
be allowed the liberty, in the names of my uncle and aunt, 
to answer, that any person will be welcome to Selby- 
house, whom Sir Charles Grandison shall think proper to 
bring with him. 

Mr. Greville, said Sir Charles, professes himself un¬ 
able to see any of you (Miss Byron, in particular) without 
an intrndii< 9 ^nr He makes a high compliment to me, 
when he supposes me to be a proper one. If you give me 
leave, bowing to my uncle and aunt, I will answer him to 
his wishes ;hnd hope, when he comes, every-thing will be 
passed by in silence that has^appened between him and 
me. 

Two or three lively things passed between Lucy and 
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Sir Charles, on his repetition of her word designer. She 
began with advantage, but did not hold it; yet he gave 
her consequence in the little debate, at his own expence, 
as he seemed to intend. 

My grandmamma will go to her own church; but will 
be here at dinner, and the re^ of the day. I have a thou¬ 
sand things more to say, all agreeable; but it is now late, 
and a drowsy fit has come upon me. I will welcome it. 
Adieu, adieu, my dear Ladies! Felicitate, I am sure you 
will, 

Your ever-obliged^ ever-devoted^ 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XXVI. 

Miss Byron. /« Continuation, 

Sunday Noon,*011, 15. 

W E were told, there would be a crouded church this 
morning, in expeftation of seeing the new humble 
servant of Miss Byron attending her thither: For it is 
every-where known, that Sir Charles Grandison is come 
down to make his addresses to the young creature who is 
happy in every one’s love and good wishes; and all is now 
said to have been settled between him and us, by his noble 
siller, and Lord G. and Dr. Bartlett, when they were with 
us. You see what credit you did us by your kind visit, my 
dear.—^And we are to be married—O my dear Lady G 1 • 
you cannot imagine how socxi. 

Many of the neighbourhood seemed disappointed, 
when they saw me led in by my uncle, as Mr. Deane led 
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my aunt, and Nancy and Lucy only attended by their 
brother. But it Was not long before Mr. Greville, Mr. 
Fenwick, and Sir Charles, entered, and went into the 
pew of the former; which is over-againft ours. Mr. Gre¬ 
ville and Mr. Fenwick bowed low to us, severally, the 
moment they went into the pew, and to several others of 
the gentry. 

Sir Charles had firft other devoirs to pay: To false 
shame, you have said, he was always superior. I was de¬ 
lighted to see the example he set. He paid us his second 
compliments with a grace peculiar to himself. I felt my 
face glow, on the whispering that went round. I thought 
I read in every eye, admiration of him, even through the 
iticks of some of the Ladies fans. 

What a difference was there between the two men and 
him, in their behaviour, throughout both the service, and 
sermon! Yet who ever beheld two of the three so decent, 
so attentive, so reverent^ I may say, before.^ Were all who 
call themselves gentlemen (thought I, more than once) 
like this^ the world would yet be a good world. 

Mr. Greville had his arm in a sling. He seemed highly 
delighted with his gueft; so did Mr. Fenwick. When the 
sermon was ended, Mr. Greville held the pew-door ready 
opened, to attend our movements; and when we were in 
motion to go, he, taking officiously Sir Charles’s hand, 
bent towards us. Sir Charles met us at our pew-door: He 
approached us with that easy grace peculiar to himself, 
and offered, with a profound respeft, his hand to me. 

This was equal to a public declaration. It took every¬ 
body’s attention. He is not ashamed to avow in public, 
what he thinks fit to own in private. 

I was humbled more than exalted by the general no¬ 
tice. Mr. Greville (bold, yet low man!) made a motion, as 
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if he gave the hand that Sir Charles took. Mr. Fenwick 
offered his hand to Lucy. Mr. Greville 4 ed my aunt; and 
not speaking low (subtle as a serpent 1 ) My plaguy horse, 
said he, looking at his sling, knew not his mafter. I invite 
myself to tea with you, madam, in the afternoon. You 
will supply my lame arm, I hope, yourself. 

There is no such thing as keeping private one’s move¬ 
ments in a country-town, if one would. One of our ser¬ 
vants reported the general approbation. It is a pleasure, 
surely, my dear Ladies, to be addressed to by a man of 
whom every one approves. What a poor figure muil she 
make, who gives way to a courtship from a man generally 
deemed unworthy of her! Such women indeed usually 
confess indiredtly the folly, by carrying on the affair 
clandeffinely. 


Sunday Evening. 

O my dear! I have been ^rangely disconcerted by 
means of Mr. Greville. He is a Grange man. But I will 
lead to it in course. ' 

We all went to church again in the afternoon. Every¬ 
body who knew Mr. Greville, took it for a high piece of 
politeness in him to his gue^, that he came twice the same 
day to church. Sir Charles edified every-body by his chear- 
ful piety. Are you not of opinion, my dear Lady G. that 
wickedness may be always put out of countenance by a 
person who has an established charadler for goodness, 
and who is not ashamed of doing his duty in the public 
eye.? Methinks I could wish that all the profligates in the 
parish had their seats around that of a man who has forti-* 
tude enough to dare to be gopd. The text was a happy one 
to this purpose: T^e words of our Saviour: “Wh osoev er 
shall be ashamed oTme and of mjTwSrds^iirtEis ai^lter- 
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ous and sinful generation, of him also shall the Son of 
rn ^he asharr^e cfc^hen he com etinh the'glory or his 
Fath er, with thelmly Kn^^ "“■* 

Sir Charles condu^eomy aunt to her coach, as Mr. 
Greville officiously, but properly for his views, did me. 
We found Mr. Fenwick at Selby-house talking to my 
grandmamma on the new subject. She dined with us •, but, 
not being very well, chose to retire to her devotions in my 
closet, while we went to church, she having been at her 
own in the morning. 

We all received Mr. Greville with civility. He affedls 
to be thought a wit, you know, and a great joker. Some 
men cannot appear to advantage without making their 
friend a butt to shoot at. Fenwick and he tried to play 
upon each other, as usual. Sir Charles lent each his smile; 
and, whatever he thought of them, shewed not a con¬ 
tempt of their great-boy snip-snap. But, at laft, my grand¬ 
mamma and aunt engaged Sir Charles in a conversation, 
which made the gentlemen so silent, and so attentive, 
that had they^ot flashed a good deal at each other before, 
one might have thought them a little discreet. 

Nobody took the lea^ notice of what had passed be¬ 
tween Mr. Greville and Sir Charles, till Mr. Greville 
touched upon the subject to me. He desired an audience 
of ten minutes, as he said: And, upon his declaration, that 
it was the la^ he would ever ask of me on the subj e£l; and, 
upon my grandmamma’s saying. Oblige Mr. Greville, 
my dear; I permitted him to draw me to the window. 

His address was nearly in the following words; not 
speaking So low, but every one might hear him, tho’ he 
said aloud. Nobody mu^t bijt me: 

I mu^ account myself very unhappy, madam, in hav¬ 
ing never been able to incline you to shew me favour. You 
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may think me vain: I believe I am so: But I may take to 
myself the advantages and qualities which every-body 
allows me. I have an eftate that will warrant my addresses 
to a woman of the fir^l rank; and it is free, and unincum¬ 
bered. I am not an ill-natured man. I love my je^l, ’tis 
true; but I love my friend. You good women generally do 
not like a man the less for having something to mend in 
him. I could say a great deal more in my own behalf, but 
that Sir Charles Grandison (looking at him) quite eclipses 
me. Devil fetch me, if I can tell how to think myself tf«y- 
thing before him. I was always afraid of him. But when I 
heard he was gone abroad, in pursuit of a former Love, I 
thought I had another chance for it. 

Yet I was half-afraid of Lord D. His mother would 
manage a Machiavel. He has a great estate; a title; he has 
good qualities for a nobleman. But when I found that you 
could so Readily refuse him, as well as me; There mu^ 
be some man, thought I, who is lord of her heart. Fenwick 
is as sad a dog as I; it cannot be he. Orme, poor soul 1 she 
will not have such a milk-sop as that, neithdf— 

Mr. Orme, Sir, interrupted I, and was going to praise 
him—But he said, I will be heard out now: This is my 
dying speech; I will not be interrupted. 

Well then, Sir, smiling, come to your laft words, as 
soon as you can. 

I have told you, before now, Miss Byron, that I will 
not bear your smiles: But now, smiles or frowns, I care 
not. I have no hopes left; and I am resolved to abuse you, 
before I have done. 

Abuse me 1 —I hope not. Sir. • . 

‘ ‘Hope not! ” What signifyyo»r hopes, who never gave 
me any.? But hear me out. I snail say some things that will 
displease you; but more of another nature.—I went on 
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guessing who could be the happy man. That second Orme, 
Fowler, cannot be he, thought I. Is it the newly-arrived 
Beauchamp He is a pretty fellow enough [I had all your 
footsteps watched, as I told you I would]. No, answered I 
myself; she refused Lord D. and a whole tribe of us, be¬ 
fore Beauchamp came to England—Who the devil can 
he be?—But when I heard that the dangerous man, whom 
I had thought gone abroad to his matrimonial de^iny, 
was returned, unmarried; when I heard that he was aftu- 
ally coming northward: I began to be again afraid of him. 

La^t Thursday night I had intelligence, that he was 
seen at Dunstable in the morning, in his way towards us. 
Then did my heart fail me. I had my spies about Selby- 
house : I own it. What will not Love and Jealousy make a 
man do? I underwood, that your uncle and Mr. Deane, 
and a tribe of servants for train-sake, were set out to meet 
him. How I raved! How I cursed! How I swore!—They 
will not surely, thought I, allow my rival, at his firSl visit, 
to take up his residence under the same roof with this 
charming Witeh! 

Witch 1 Mr. Greville— 

Witch! Yes, Witch!—I called you ten thousand 
names, in my rage, all as bad as that. Here, Jack, Will, 
Tom, George, get ready inftantly each a dozen firebrands. 
I will light up Selby-house for a bonfire, to welcome the 
arrival of the invader of my freehold! And prongs and 
pitchforks shall be got ready to push every soul of the 
family back into the flames, that not one of it may escape 
my vengeance— 

Horrid man 11 will hear no more. 

You muft! You shall! It is my dying speech, I tell 
you.— * 

A dying man should be penitent. 
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To what purpose?—I can have no hope. What is to be 
expeded for or from a despairing man?—^But then I had 
intelligence brought me, that my rival was not admitted 
to take up his abode with you. This saved Selby-house. 
All my malice then was against the George at Northamp¬ 
ton. The keeper of it owes, said I to myself, a hundred 
thousand obligations to me; yet to afford a retirement to 
my deadlier foe!—But ’tis more manly, thought I, in 
person, to call this invader to account, if he pretends an 
intere^ at Selby-house; and to force him to relinquish 
his pretensions to the Queen of it; as I had made more 
than one gallant fellow do before, by dint of bluffer. 

I slept not all that night. In the morning I made my 
visit at the inn. I pretend to know, as well as any man, 
what belongs to civility and good manners; but I knew 
the charafter of the man I had to deal with: I knew he 
was cool, yet resolute. My rage would not let me be civil; 
and if it would, I knew I muft be rude to provoke him. I 
was rude. I was peremptory. 

Never were there such cold, such phlegmatic con¬ 
tempts, passed upon man, as he passed upon me. I came 
to a point with him. I heard he would not fight: I was 
resolved he should. I followed him to his chariot. I got 
him to a private place; but I had the devil, and no man, to 
deal with. He cautioned me, by way of insult, as I took it, 
to keep a guard. I took his hint. I had better not; for he 
knew all the tricks of the weapon. He was in with me in a 
moment. I had no sword left me, and my life was at the 
mercy of his. He gave me up my own Sword—Cautioned 
me to regard my safety—^Put up his; withdrew.—I found, 
myself sensible of a damnab^le ^rain. I had no right-arm. 
I slunk away like a thief. He mounted his triumphal car; 
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and pursued his course to the Lady of Selby-house. I 
went home, cursed, swore, fell down, and bit the earth. 

My uncle looked impatient: Sir Charles seemed in 
suspense, but attentive. Mr. Greville proceeded: 

I got Fenwick to go with me, to attend him at night, 
by appointment. Cripple as I was, I would have provoked 
him: He would not be provoked: And when I found that 
he had not exposed me at Selby-house; when I remem¬ 
bered that I owed my sword and my life to his modera¬ 
tion ; when I recollefted his character; what he had done 
by Sir Hargrave Pollexfen; what Bagenhall had told me 
of him: Why the plague, thought I, should I (hopeless as 
I am of succeeding with my charming Byron, whether he 
lives or dies) set my face again^ such a man? He is in¬ 
capable either of insult or arrogance: Let me (Fenwick 
advised a scheme) let me make him my friend to save my 
pride, and the devil take the re^t, Harriet Byron, and all— 

Wicked man I—You was dying a thousand words ago 
—I am tired of you— 

You have nbt, madam, heard half my dying words yet 
—But I would not terrify you—Are you terrified.^— 

Indeed I am. 

Sir Charles motioned as if he would approach us; but 
kept his place, on my grandmamma’s saying. Let us hear 
his humour out: Mr. Greville was always particular. 

Terrified, madam! What \%your being terrified to the 
sleepless nights, to the tormenting days, you have given 
me? Cursing darkness, cursing light, and moft myself I 
—O madam! with shut teeth. What a torment of tor¬ 
ments have you been to me!—Well, but now I will haft- 
«n to a conclusion, in mercy ip you, who, however, never 
shewed me any— 


m 
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I never was cruel, Mr. Greville— 

But you was; and mo^t cruel, when*moft sweet-tem¬ 
pered. It was to that smiling obligingness that I owed my 
ruin! That gave me hope; that radiance of countenance; 
and that frozen heart!—O you are a dear deceiver!—But 
I hasten to conclude my dying speech—Give me your 
hand!—I will have it— I will not eat it^ as once I had like 
to have done.—^And now, madam, hear my parting words 
—“You will have the glory of giving to the be^ of men, 
the be^ of wives. Let it not be long before you do; for the 
sake of many, who will hope on till then. As your Lover ^ I 
mu^t hate him: As your Husband^ I will love him. He 
will, he mu^, be kind, affeftionate, grateful, to you; and 
you will deserve all his tenderness. May you live (the 
ornaments of human nature as you are) to see your child¬ 
rens children; all promising to be as good, as worthy, as 
happy, as yourselves! And, full of years, full of honour, 
in one hour may you be translated to that Heaven where 
only you can be more happy, than you will be, if you are 
both as happy as I wish and expeft you to B'e!” 

Tears dropt on my cheek, at this unexpefted blessing; 
so like that of the wicked prophet of old, blessing where 
he was expefted to curse (d). 

He ^lill held my hand—I will not, without your leave, 
madam—May I, before I part with it.?—He looked at 
me as if for leave to kiss my hand, bowing his head upon 
it. 

My heart was opened. God bless you, Mr. Greville 1 as 
you have blessed me.—Be a good man, and he will.—I 
withdrew not my hand. ' • 

He kneeled on one knee; eagerly kissed my hand, 
more than once. Tears were in his own eyes. He arose> 

{a) Balaam, Numb. xxii. & seq. 
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hurried me to Sir Charles, and holding to him my then, 
through surprize^ half-withdrawn hand—Let me have 
the pride, the glory. Sir Charles Grandison, to quit this 
dear hand to yours. It is only to yours that I would quit it 
—Happy ^ happy ^ happy pair!—None but the brave deserves 

Sir Charles took my hand—Let this precious present 
be mine, said he (kissing it) with the declared assent of 
every one here; and presented me to my grandmamma 
and aunt. I was affrighted by the hurry the Grange man 
had put me into— 

May I but live to see her yours. Sir 1 said my grand¬ 
mamma, in a kind of rapture. 

The moment he had put my hand into Sir Charles’s, 
he ran out of the room, with the utmost precipitation. He 
was gone, quite gone, when he came to be enquired after; 
and every-body was uneasy for him, till we were told, by 
one of the servants, that he took from the window of the 
outward parlour his hat and sword; and by another, that 
he met him, hi^servant after him, hurrying away, and even 
sobbing as he flew.—Was there ever so llrange a man.^^ 

Don’t you pity Mr. Greville, my dear? 

Sir Charles was generously uneasy for him. 

Mr. Greville, said Lucy (who had always charity for 
him) has frequently surprised us with his particularities; 
but I hope, from the la^ part of his behaviour, that he is 
not the free-thinking man he sometimes affedls to be 
thought. I flatter myself, that Sir Charles had a righter 
notion of him than we, in what he said of him yesterday. 

Sir Charles waited on my grandmamma home; so we 
had him not to supper. We ^re all to dine with her to- 
inorrow. Your brother, you may suppose, will be a prin¬ 
cipal gueft. 


m2 
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Monday ^doming, Oil. 16. 

I have a Letter from my Emily; by which I find, she is 
with you; tho’ she has not dated it. You was very kind in 
shewing the dear girl the overflowings of my heart in her 
favour. She is all grateful love, and goodness. I will soon 
write to her, to repeat my assurances, that my whole 
power shall always be exerted to do her pleasure: But you 
mu^l tell her, as from yourself, that she mu^l have pa¬ 
tience. I cannot ask her guardian such a que^ion as she 
puts, as to her living with me, till I am likely to succeed. 
Would the sweet girl have me make a reque^ to him, that 
shall shew him I am supposing myself to be his, before I 
am so.? We are not come so far on our journey by several 
ftages. And yet, from what he intimated lail night, as he 
waited on my grandmamma to Shirley-manor, I find, that 
his expeftations are forwarder than it will be possible for 
me to answer: And I rnu^l, without intending the leail 
affedlation, for common decorum-sake, take the manage¬ 
ment of this point upon myself. For, my dear, we are 
every one of us here so much in love with him, that the 
moment he should declare his wishes, they would be as 
ready to urge me to oblige him, were he even to limit me 
but to two or three days; as if they were afraid he would 
not repeat his reque^. 

I have a Letter from Mr. Beauchamp. He writes, that 
there are no hopes of Sir Harry’s recovery. I am very 
sorry for it. Mr. Beauchamp does me great honour to 
write to me to give him consolation. His is a charming 
Letter—So full of filial piety!—Excellent young man I 
He breathes in it the true spirit of his friend. 

Sir Charles and his Beauchamp, and Dr. Bartlett, cor- 
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respond, I presume, as usual. What would I give to see 
all Sir Charles writes that relates to us! 

Mr. Fenwick juft now tells us, that Mr. Greville is not 
well, and keeps his chamber. He has my cordial wishes 
for his health. His laft behaviour to me appears, the more 
I think of it, more ft range, from such a man. I expefted 
not that he would conclude with such generous wishes. 
Nancy, who does not love him, says, that it was such an 
overftrain of generosity from him, that it might well 
over-set him. Did you think that our meek Nancy could 
have said so severe a thing.? But meekness offended (as 
she once was by him) has an excellent memory, and can 
be bitter. 

We are preparing now to go to Shirley-manor. Our 
cousins Patty and Kitty Holies will be there at dinner. 
They have been for a few weeks paft at their aunt’s, near 
Daventry. They are impatient to see Sir Charles. Adieu, 
my deareft Ladies! Continue to love 

Tour 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XXVII. 
Miss Byron. /« Continuation. 


Monday Night, OdoberiS. 

W E have been very happy this day at my grand¬ 
mamma’s. Your brother makes himself more and 


more beloved by all my friends; who yet declare, that 
they thought they could not have loved him better than 
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they did before. My cousin Holles’s say, they could sooner 
lay open their hearts to him, than to ahy man they ever 
saw; yet their freedom would never make them lose sight 
of their respeft. 

He told me, that he had breakfa^ed with Mr. Gre- 
ville. How does he conciliate the mind of every one to 
him! He said kind and compassionate things of Mr. 
Greville; and so unaffeftedly!—I was delighted with 
him. For, regardful as he would be, and is, of his own 
honour; no low, narrow jealousy, I dare say, will ever 
have entrance into his heart. Chanty thinketh no evil! Qf 
what a charming text is that a part What Is there 
equal to it, in any of the writings of the philosophers? 

My dear Miss Byron, said he to me, Mr. Greville 
loves you more than you can possibly imagine. Despair¬ 
ing of success with you, he has assumed airs of bravery; 
but your name is written in large letters in his heart. He 
gave me, continued he, the importance of asking my 
leave to love you ft ill.—What ought I to have answered ?— 

What did you answer. Sir? 

That so far as I might presume to give it, I gave it. 
Had I the honour, added I, of calling Miss Byron mine, I 
would not barely allow your Love of her; I would demand 
it.—Have I not assured you, Mr. Greville, that I look 
upon you as my friend? 

You will quite subdue Mr. Greville, Sir, said I. You 
will, by the generosity of your treatment of him, do more 
than any-body else ever could—You will make him a 
good man. 

Mr. Greville, madam, deserves pity, on more accounts* 
than one. A wife, such a oneras his good Angel led him to 
wish for, would have settled his principles. He wants 

(<7) iCor.xiii. 5. 
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steadiness: But he is not, I hope, a bad man. I was not con¬ 
cerned for his cavalier treatment of you yeSterday, but on 
your own account; leSl his roughness should give you 
pain. But his concluding wishes, and his preference of a 
rival to himself, together with the manner of his depart¬ 
ure, unable as he was to withstand his own emotions, and 
the effect it had upon his spirits, so as to confine him to 
his chamber, had something great in it—And I shall 
value him for it, as long as he will permit me. 

Sir Charles and my grandmamma had a good deal of 
talk together. Dearly does she love to single him out. 
What a pretty pifture would they make, could they be 
both drawn so as not to cause profane]e§t&T to fall into 
mistakes; as if it were an old Lady making Love to a 
handsome young man. 

Let me sketch it out—See, then, the dear Lady, with a 
countenance full of benignity, years written by vener¬ 
ableness, rather than by wrinkles, in her face; dignity 
and familiarity in her manner; one hand on his, talking to 
him: His finS countenance shining with modeSly and 
reverence, looking down, delighted, as admiring her wis¬ 
dom, and not a little regardful of her half-pointing finger 
[Let that be, for fear of mistakes] to a creature young 
enough to be her grand-daughter; who, to avoid shewing 
too much sensibility, shall seem to be talking to two other 
young Ladies [Nancy and Lucy, suppose]; but, in order 
to distinguish the young creature, let her, with a blushing 
cheek, caSt a sly eye on the grandmamma and young 
gentleman, while the other two shall not be afraid to look 
more free atid unconcerned. 

See, my dear, how fancif\jl I am: But I had a mind to 
tell you, in a new manner, how my grandmamma and Sir 
Charles seem to admire each other. 
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Mr. Deane and he had also some talk together; my 
uncle joined them: And I blushed in earmeSl at the subjeft 
I only jessed at from the following words of Mr. Deane, 
at Sir Charles’s rising to come from them to my aunt and 
me, who both of us sat in the bow-window. My dear Sir 
Charles Grandison, said Mr. Deane, you love to give 
pleasure: I never was so happy in my life, as I am in view 
of this long-wished-for event. You mu^i oblige me: I in¬ 
sist upon it. 

My aunt took it, as I did.—A generous contention 1 
said she. O my dear! we shall all be too happy. God grant 
that nothing may fall out to disconcert us! If there should^ 
how many broken hearts— 

The firft broken one, madam, interrupted I, would be 
the happiest: I, in that case, should have the advantage of 
every-body. 

Dear love! you are too serious [Tears were in my eyes]: 
Sir Charles’s unque^ionable honour is our security!— 
If Clementina be ftedfa^t; if life and health be spared you 
and him—If— * 

Dear, dear madam, no more Ijsl Let there be but one 
7 /, and that on Lady Clementina’s resumption. In that 
case, I will submit; and God only (as indeed He always 
ought) shall be my reliance for the re^ of my life, 

Lucy, Nancy, and my two cousin Holles’s, came and 
spread, two and two, the other seats of the bow-window 
(there are but three) with their vaft hoops; undoubtedly, 
because they saw Sir Charles coming to us. It is difficult, 
whispered I to my aunt (petulantly enough) to get him 
one moment to one’s self. My cousin James (Silly youth! * 
thought I) ilopt him in his jvay to me: but Sir Charles 
would not long be ^opt: He led the interrupter towards 
us; and a seat not being at hand, while the young Ladies 
were making a bu^le to give him a place between them 
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(tossing their hoops above their shoulders on one side) 
and my cousin James was haftening to bring him a chair; 
he threw himself at the feet of my aunt and me, making 
the floor his seat. 

I don’t know how it was; but I thought I never saw 
him look to more advantage. His attitude and behaviour 
had such a Lover-like appearance—Don’t you see him, 
my dear.?—His amiable countenance, so artless, yet so 
obliging, ca^t up to my aunt and me: His fine eyes meet¬ 
ing ours; mine, particularly, in their own way; for I could 
not help looking down, with a kind of proud bashfulness, 
as Lucy told me afterwards. How affedfed muft I have 
appeared, had I either turned my head aside, or looked 
^lifHy up, to avoid his! 

I believe, my dear, we women in courtship don’t love 
that men, if ever so wise, should keep up to us the dignity 
of wisdom; much less, that they should be solemn, for¬ 
mal, grave—Yet are we fond of respedl: and observance 
too.—How is it.?—Sir Charles Grandison can tell.—Did 
you think of ^our brother. Lady G. when you once said, 
that the man who would commend himself to the general 
favour of us young women, should be a decent Rake in 
his address, and a Saint in his heart.? Yet might you not 
have chosen a better word than Rake? Are there not more 
clumsy and foolish Rakes, than polite ones; except we 
can be so much mi^aken, as to give to impudence the 
name of agreeable freedom? 

Sir Charles fell immediately into the easieft (shall I say 
the gallante^l.?) the moft agreeable conversation, as if he 
mull be all*of a piece with the freedom of his attitude; and 
mingled in his talk, two or,three very pretty humorous 
Glories; so that nobody thought of helping him again to a 
chair, or wishing him in one. 

How did this little incident familiarize the amiable 
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man, as a more amiable man than before, to my heart! 
In one of the little tales, which was of a gentleman in 
Spain serenading his mi^ress; we asked him, If he could 
not remember a sonnet he spoke of, as a pretty one? He, 
without answering, sung it in a mo^ agreeable manner; 
and, at Lucy’s request, gave us the English of it. 

It is a very pretty sonnet. I will ask him for a copy, and 
send it to you, who underhand the language. 

My grandmamma, on Sir Charles’s singing, beckoned 
to my cousin James; who going to her, she whispered 
him. He ^fept out, and presently returned with a violin, 
and struck up, as he entered, a minuet-tune. Harriet, my 
Love! called out my grandmamma. Without any other 
intimation, the moft agreeable of men, in an in^lant, was 
on his feet, reached his hat, and took me out. 

How were we applauded! How was my grandmamma 
delighted! The words. Charming couple! were whisper¬ 
ed round, but loud enough to be heard. And when we 
had done, he led me to my seat with an air that had all the 
real fine gentleman in it. But then he sat nbt down as be¬ 
fore.— 

I wonder if Lady Clementina ever danced with him. 

My aunt, at Lucy’s whispered reque^, proposed a 
dance between Sir Charles and her. You, Lady G. ob¬ 
served, more than once, that Lucy dances finely. Insulter! 
whispered I to her, when she had done, you know your 
advantages over me!—Harriet, replied she, what do good 
girls deserve, when they speak again^l their consciences? 

My grandmamma afterwards called upon me for one 
lesson on the harpsichord; and they made me Sing. • 

An admirable conversation followed at tea, in which 
my grandmother, aunt, my Lucy, and Sir Charles, bore 
the chief parts; every other person delighting to be silent. 



Let. 27 *] Sir Charles Grandison 171 

Had we not, Lady G. a charming day? 

In my next I shall have an opportunity, perhaps, to tell 
you what kind of a travelling companion Sir Charles is. 
For, be pleased to know, that for some time pa^t, a change 
of air, and a little excursion from place to place, have 
been prescribed for the e^ablishment of my health, by 
one of the hone^le^l physicians in England. The day 
before Sir Charles came into these parts, it was fixed, that 
to-morrow we should set out upon this tour. On his arri¬ 
val, we had thoughts of po^poning it; but, having under¬ 
stood our intention, he insisted upon its being prose¬ 
cuted ; and, offering his company, there was no declining 
the favour, you know, early days as they, however, are: 
And altho’ every-body abroad talks of the occasion of his 
visit to us; be has been so far from direfiting bis servants 
to make a secret of it, that be bas ordered bis Saunders to 
answer to every curious queStioner, that Sir Charles and I 
were of longer acquaintance than yeSterday. But is not 
this, my dear, a cogent intimation that Sir Charles thinks 
some parade, some delay, necessary? Yet don’t he and we 
know how little a while ago it is, that he made his fir^ 
declaration? What, my dear, (should he be solicitous for 
an early day) is the inference; my uncle, too, so forward, 
that I am afraid of him? 

We are to set out to-morrow morning. Peterborough 
is to be our further ^age, one way. Mr. Deane insifts, 
that we shall pass two or three days with him. All of us, 
but my grandmamma, are to be of this party. 

O my dear Lady G. what a Letter is juft brought me, 
by the hand that carried u|>mine on Saturday! Bless me 
what an answer 1 —But I have not time to enter into so 
large a field. Let me only say. That for some parts I moft 
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heartily thank you and dear Lady L.; for others, I do not; 
and imagine Lady L. would not hav« subscribed her 
beloved name, had she read the whole. What charming 
spirits have you, my dear, dear Lady G. 1 —But, Adieu, 
my ever-amiable Ladies, both! 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XXVIII. 

Miss Byron. In Continuation. 

Thrapilon^ Tuesday Even. Oil. 17. 

W E passed several hours at Boughton (a), and arriv¬ 
ed here in the afternoon. Mr. Deane had insifted 
that we should put up at a nephew’s of his, in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of this town. The young gentleman met us at 
Oundle, and conduced us to his house. I have got such a 
habit of s cribbling , that I cannot forbear applying to my 
pen at eveS^^^fJ^rtunity. The less wonder, when I have 
your brother for my subjeft, and the two beloved sillers 
of that brother to write to. 

It would be almost impertinent to praise a man for his 
horsemanship, who in his early youth was so noted for 
the performance of all his exercises, that his Father and 
General W. thought of the military life for him. Ease and 
unaffefted dignity diftinguish him in all his accomplish¬ 
ments. Bless me, madam! said Lucy to my aunt, on more 
occasions than one, this man is everything! 

Shall I own, that I am retiaed to my pen, ju^ now, from 
a very bad motive? Anger. I am, in my heart, even peevish 

(<7) The seat of the late Duke of Montagu. 
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with all my friends, for clustering so about Sir Charles, 
that he can hardly obtain a moment (which he seems to 
seek for, too) to talk with me alone. My uncle [He does 
dote upon him] always inconsiderately Stands in his way; 
and can I say to a man so very inclinable to raillery, that 
he should allow me more, and himself\&S 5 , of Sir Charles’s 
conversation.? I wonder my <*K»/does not give my uncle a 
hint. But she loves Sir Charles’s company as well as my 
uncle. 

This, however, is nothing to the distress my uncle 
gave me at dinner this day. Sir Charles was observing, 
upon the disposition of one part of the gardens at Bough- 
ton, That Art was to be but the handmaid of Nature—I 
have heard. Sir Charles, said my uncle, that you have 
made that a rule with you at Grandison-hall. With what 
pleasure should I make a visit there to you and my niece — 

He Stopt. He needed not: He might have said any¬ 
thing after this. Sir Charles looked as if concerned for me ; 
yet said, that would be a joyful visit to him. My aunt was 
vexed for my sake. Lucy gave my uncle such a look!— 

My uncle afterwards indeed apologized to me— Ads- 
heart, I was a little blunt, I believe. But what a duce need 
there be these niceties observed when you are sure ?— 
I am sorry, however—But it would out—Yet you, Har¬ 
riet, made it worse by looking so silly. 

What, Lady G.can I do with this dear man.? My uncle, 
I mean. He has been ju^ making a proposal to me, as he 
calls it, and with such honeSl looks of forecail and wisdom 
—Look-ye, Harriet—I shall be always blundering about 
your scrupulosities. I am cojgie to propose something to 
you that will put it out of my power to make mi^akes—I 
beg of you and your aunt to allow me to enter with Sir 
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Charles into a certain subjedl; and this not for your sake 
—I know you won’t allow of that—Butfor the ease of Sir 
Charles's own heart. Gratitude is my motive, and ought to 
be yours. I am sure he loves the very ground you tread 
upon. 

I besought him for every sake dear to himself, not to 
interfere in the matter; but to leave these subjects to my 
aunt and me.—Consider, Sir, said I, consider^ how very 
lately the firft personal declaration was made. 

I do, I will consider every-thing—But there is danger 
between the cup and the lip. 

Dear Sir (my hands and eyes lifted up) was all the 
answer I could make. He went from me hazily, mutter¬ 
ing good-naturedly again^ Femalities. 

Deane's Grove, Wedn. Sept. 27. 

Mr. Deane’s pretty Box you have seen. Sir Charles is 
pleased with it. We looked in at Fotheringay-ca^fle {a), 
Milton (F), Gdc. Mr. Charles Deane, a very obliging and 
sensible young gentleman, attended his unde all the way. 

What charming descriptions of fine houses and curio¬ 
sities abroad did Sir Charles give us when we ^topt to 
bait, or to view the pidures, furniture, gardens, of the 
houses we saw! 

In every place, on every occasion, on the road, or when 
we alighted, or put up, he shewed himself so considerate, 
so gallant, so courteous, to all who approached him, and 
so charitable!—Yet not indiscriminately to every-body 
that asked him: But he was bountiful indeed, on repre¬ 
sentation of the misery of two honest famili^. Beggars . 
born, or those who make begging a trade, if in health, and 
not lame or blind, have seldom, it seems, any share in his 

(fl) The prison of Mary Queen of Scots. {b) The seat of Earl Fitzwilliams. 
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munificence: But persons fallen from competence, and 
such as struggle with some infant digress, or have large 
families, which they have not ability to maintain; these, 
and such as these, are the objedls of his bounty. Richard 
Saunders, who is sometimes his almoner, told my Sally, 
that he never goes out but somebody is the better for 
him; and that his manner oiheStowing his charity is suchy 
as, together with the poor peoples blessings and prayers 
for him, often draws tears from his eyes. 

I have over-heard a dialogue that has ju^l now passed 
between my uncle and aunt. There is but a thin partition 
between the room they were in, and mine; and he spoke 
loud; my aunt not low; yet earnest only, not angry. He 
had been proposing to her, as he had done to me, to enter 
into a certain subjeft, in pity to Sir Charles: None had he 
for his poor niece. No doubt, but he thought he was 
obliging me; and that my objed:ion was only owing to 
Femality, as he calls it; a word I don’t like. I never heard 
it fromSir Charles. 

My aunt was not at all pleased with his motion. She 
wished, as /had done, that he would not interfere in these 
nice matters. He took offence at the exclusion, because of 
the word nice. She said. He was too precipitating, a great 
deal: She did not doubt but Sir Charles would be full 
early in letting me know his expeilations. 

She spoke more decisively than she is used to do. He 
cannot bear her chidings, tho’ ever so gentle. I need not 
tell you, that he both loves and reveres her; but, as one of 
the Lords of the creation, is apt to be jealous of his prero¬ 
gatives. You used to be divqfted with his hone^ particu¬ 
larities. 

What an ignoramus you women and girls make of me. 
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Dame Selby! said he. I know nothing of the world, nor of 
men and women, that’s certain. I am always to be docu¬ 
mented by you and your minxes! But the duce take your 
niceties: You don’t, you can’t, poor souls, as you are, dis¬ 
tinguish men. You mu^l all of you go on in one rig-my-roll 
way; in one beaten track. Who the duce would have 
thought it needful, when a girl and we all were wishing 
till our very hearts were bursting, for this man, when he 
was not in his own power, would think you mu^ now 
come with your hums, and your haws, and the whole 
circum-roundabouts of female nonsense, to Slave-off the 
point your hearts and souls are set upon? I remember. 
Dame Selby, tho’ so long ago, how you treated your fu¬ 
ture Lord and Ma^er when you prank'd it, as Lady and 
Mistress. You vexed my very Soul, I can tell you that! 
And often and often, when I left you, I swore bitterly, 
that I never would come again as a Lover—tho’ I was a 
poor forsworn wretch—God forgive me I 

My dear Mr. Selby, you should not remember pa^f 
things. You had very odd ways—I was afAid, for a good 
while, of venturing with you at all— 

Now, Dame Selby, I have you at a why-not, or I never 
had; tho’, by the way, your ««-evenness increased my 
oddness.—But what oddness is in Sir Charles Grandi- 
son? If he is not even, neither you nor I were ever odd. 
What reason is there for him to run the Femalegauntlope? 
I pity the excellent man; remembring how I was former¬ 
ly vexed myself—I hate this shilly-shally fooling; this 
know-your-mind and not know-your-mind nonsense. As I 
hope to live and breathe. I’ll, I’ll, I’ll blow you all up, 
without gunpowder or oatmeal, if an hone^ gentleman is 
thus to be fooled with; and after such a Letter too from 
his friend Jeronymo, in the names of the whole family. 
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Lady G. for my money! [Ah, thought I, Lady G. gives 
better advice than she even wishes to know how to take I] 
I like her notion of parallel lines.—Sir Charles Grandison 
is none of your gew-gaw whip-jacks^ that you know not 
where to have. But I tell you, Dame Selby, that neither 
you nor your niece know how, with yowv fine souls, and 
fine sense, to go out of the common Jemality-path^ when 
you get a man into your gin, however superior he is to 
common infanglements^ and low chicanery, and dull and 
cold forms, as Sir Charles properly called them, in his ad¬ 
dress to the little pug's-face, [I do love her, with all her 
pretty ape’s tricks: For what are you all, but, right or 
wrong, apes of one another?] And do you think, with all 
your wisdom^ he sees not through you? He does; and, as a 
wise man, mu^t despise you all, with your femalities and 
jorsooths — 

No femality, Mr. Selby, is designed—No— 

I am impatient, Dame Selby, light of my eye, and dear 
to my heart and soul, as you are; I will take my own way, 
in this. I have Vio mind that the two deareft creatures in 
the world, to me, should render themselves despicable in 
the eyes of a man they want to think highly of them. And 
here if I put in, and say but a wry word, as you think it—I 
am to be called to account— 

My dear, did you not begin the subjeft? said my aunt. 

I am to be closetted, and to be documentized^ proceeded 
he—Not another word of your documentations^ Dame Sel¬ 
by 11 am not in a humour to bear them: I will take my own 
way—^And that’s enough. 

And theft, I suppose, he ^tuck his hands in his sides, as 
he does when he is good-hjumouredly angry; and my 
aunt, at such times, gives up, till a more convenient op¬ 
portunity, and then she always carries her point (And 


n 
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why? Because she is always reasonable); for which he 
calls her a Parthian woman. • 

I heard her say, as he talked out royally, repeating, 
that he would take his own way; I say no more, Mr. Selby 
—Only consider— 

Oy, and let Harriet consider, and do you consider, 
Dame Selby: Sir Charles Grandison is not a common 
man. 

I did not let my aunt know that I heard this speech of 
my uncle: She only said to me, when she saw me, I have 
had a little debate with your uncle: We mu^ do as well as 
we can with him, my dear. He means well. 

Thursday Morning, OfloberK). 

After breakfa^, fir^ one, then another, dropt away, 
and left only Sir Charles and me together. Lucy was the 
la^ that went; and the moment she was withdrawn, while 
I was thinking to retire to dress, he placed himself by me i 
Think me not abrupt, my deare^ Miss Byron, said he, 
that I take almost the only opportunity which has offered 
of entering upon a subj edf that is next my heart. 

I found my face glow. I was silent. 

You have given me hope, madam: All your friends 
encourage that hope. I love, I revere, your friends. What 
I have now to petition for, is, A confirmation of the hope 
I have presumed upon. Can you, madam, (the Female 
delicacy is more delicate than that of man can be) unequ¬ 
ally as you may think yourself circum^lanced with a man 
who owns that once he could have devoted himself to an¬ 
other Lady; Can you say, that the man before you is thfe 
man whom you can, whom yf«u do, prefer to any other? 

He ftopt; expefting my answer. 
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After some hesitations, I have been accuftomed, Sir, 
said I, by those friends whom you so deservedly value, to 
speak nothing but the simple^l truth. In an article of this 
moment, I should be inexcusable, if— 

I ^lopt. His eyes were fixed upon my face. For my life I 
could not speak; yet wished to be able to speak— 

If —If what^ madam? and he snatched my hand, bow¬ 
ed his face upon it, held it there, not looking up to mine. I 
could then speak—If thus urged, and by Sir Charles 
Grandison —I did not speak my heart—I answer—Sir 
—I CAN—I DO. 

I wanted, I thought, ju^ then, to shrink into myself. 

He kissed my hand with fervor; dropt down on one 
knee; again kissed it—You have laid me, madam, under 
everla^ing obligation: And will you permit me, before I 
rise—lovelie^ of women, will you permit me, to beg an 
early Day.?—I have many affairs on my hands; many 
more in design, now I am come, as I hope, to settle in my 
native country for the reft of my life. My chief glory will 
be, to behave cbmmendably in the private life. I wish not 
to be public man: and it muft be a very particular call, 
for the Service of my King and Country united, that shall 
draw me out into public notice. Make me, madam, soon, 
the happy husband I hope to be. I prescribe not to you the 
time: But you are above empty forms. May I presume to 
hope, it will be before the end of a month to come? 

He had forgot himself. He said, he would not pre¬ 
scribe tome. 

After some involuntary hesitations—I am afraid of no¬ 
thing so much, juft now. Sir, said I, as appearing, to a 
man of your honour and penetration, affefted. Rise, Sir, I 
beseech you! I cannot bear— 

n2 
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I will, madam, and rise as well as kneel, to thank you, 
when you have answered a queftion so tery important to 
my happiness. 

Before I could resume. Only believe me, madam, said 
he, that my urgency is not the insolent urgency of one 
who imagines a Lady will receive as a compliment his im¬ 
patience. And if you have no scruple that you think of 
high importance, add, I beseech you, to the obligation 
you have laid him under to your condescending good¬ 
ness (and add with that frankness of heart which has dis¬ 
tinguished you in my eyes above all women) the very 
high one, of an early Day. 

I looked down—I could not look up—I was afraid of 
being thought affefted—Yet how could I so soon think 
of obliging him,? 

He proceeded—You are silent, madam!—^Propitious 
be your silence! Allow me to enquire of your for 
your kind, your condescending acquiescence. I will not 
now urge you further: I will be all hope. 

Let me say. Sir, that I muft not be precipitated. These 
are very early days. 

Much more was in my mind to say; but I hesitated—I 
could not speak. Surely, my dear Ladies, it was too-too 
early an urgency. And can a woman be wholly unobserv¬ 
ant of custom, and the Laws of her Sex ?—Something is 
due to the fashion in our dress, however absurd that dress 
might have appeared in the la^l age (as theirs do to us) or 
may in the next: And shall not those cu^oms which have 
their foundation in modesty, and are charafteri^ic of the 
gentler Sex, be intitled to excuse, and more than excus^? 

He saw my confusion. Let me not, my deareft life, 
digress you, said he. Beautiful as your emotion is, I can¬ 
not enjoy it, if it give you pain. Yet is the que^ion so im- 
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portant to me; so much is my heart concerned in the 
favourable answer I hope for from your goodness; that I 
mu^ not let this opportunity slip, except it be your plea¬ 
sure that I attend your determination from Mrs. Selby’s 
mouth.—Yet that I choose not, neither; because I pre¬ 
sume for more favour from your own, than you will, on 
cold deliberation, allow your aunt to shew me. Love will 
plead for its faithful votary in a single breaft, when con¬ 
sultation on the supposed fit and unfit, the objedt absent, 
will produce delay. But I will retire, for two moments. 
You shall be my prisoner mean time. Not a soul shall 
come in to interrupt us, unless it be at your call. I will 
return, and receive your determination; and if that be the 
fixing of my happy Day, how will you rej oice me! 

While I was debating within myself, whether I should 
be angry or pleased, he returned, and found me walking 
about the room.—Soul of my hope, said he, taking with 
reverence my hand; I now presume that you can, that you 
will, oblige me. 

You have ^ven me no time. Sir: But let me request, 
that you will not expedl an answer, in relation to the early 
Day you so early ask for, till after the receipt of your next 
Letters from Italy. You see how the admirable Lady is 
urged; how reluftantly she has given them but distant 
hopes of complying with their wishes. I should be glad to 
wait for the next Letters; for those, at lea^f, which will be 
an answer to yours, acquainting them, that there is a 
woman with whom you think you could be happy. I am 
earne^l in this request. Sir. Think it not owing to affefta- 
tion. 

I acquiesce, madam. The^answer to those Letters will 
soon be here. It will indeed be some time before I can 
receive a reply to that I wrote in answer to Jeronymo’s 
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laft Letter. I impute not afFeftation to my dearest Miss 
Byron. I can easily comprehend your motive: It is a gen¬ 
erous one. But it befits me to say, that the next Letters 
from Italy, whatever may be their contents, can now make 
no alteration on my part. Have I not declared myself to 
your friends, to you, and to the world.? 

Indeed, Sir, they may make an alteration on mine, 
highly as I think of the honour Sir Charles Grandison 
does me by his good opinion. For, pardon me, should the 
moft excellentof women think of resumingaplaceinyour 
heart— 

Let me interrupt you, madam.—It cannot be^ that 
Lady Clementina, proceeding, as she has done, on mo¬ 
tives of piety, zealous in her religion, and all her relations 
now earne^l: in another man’s favour, can alter her mind. 

I should not have a£ted with ju^ice, with gratitude, to 
her, had I not tried her ^ledfa^ness by every way I could 
devise: Nor, in ju^ice to both Ladies, would I allow my¬ 
self to apply iov your favour till I had her resolution con¬ 
firmed to me under her own hand after *my arrival in 
England. But were it now possible that she should vary, 
and were you, madam, to hold your determination in my 
favour suspended; the consequence would be this; I 
should never, while that suspense la^ed, be the husband 
of any woman on earth, 

I hope, Sir, you will not be displeased. I did not think 
you would so soon be so very earned. But this. Sir, I 
say. Let me have reason to think, that my happiness will 
not be the misfortune of a more excellent woman, and it 
shall be my endeavour to make the man happy who only * 
can make me so. • 

He clasped me in his arms with an ardor—that dis¬ 
pleased me not—on reflexion—^But at the time Warded 
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me. He then thanked me again on one knee. I held out the 
hand he held not in his, with intent to raise him; for I 
could not speak. He received it as a token of favour; 
kissed it with ardor; arose; again pressed my cheek with 
his lips. I was too much surprised to repulse him with 
anger: But was he not too free.? Am I a prude, my dear.? 
In the odious sense of the abused word, I am sure I am 
not: But in the be^t sense, as derived iromprudence, and 
used in opposition to a word that denotes a worse cha- 
ra£ler, I own myself one of those who would wish to re¬ 
store it to its natural respectable signification, for the 
sake of virtue; which, as Sir Charles himself once hint¬ 
ed (a), is in danger of suffering, by the abuse of it; as 
Religion once did, by that of the word Puritan. 

Sir Charles, on my making towards the door that led 
to the ftairs, withdrew with such a grace, as shewed he 
was capable of recolleCtion. 

Again I ask. Was he not too free? I will tell you how I 
judge that he was: When I came to conclude my narra¬ 
tive to my Auift and Lucy, of all that passed between him 
and me, I blushed, and could not tell them how free he 
was. Yet you see. Ladies, that I can write it to you two. 

Sir Charles, my Uncle, and Mr. Deane, took a little 
walk, and returned juCl as dinner was ready. My uncle 
took me aside, and whispered to me; I am glad at my 
heart and soul the ice is broken. This is the man of true 
spirit— Ads-heart, Harriet, you will be Lady Grandison 
in a fortnight, at further, I hope. You have had a charm¬ 
ing confabulation, I doubt not. I can guess you have, by 
Sir Charlesf’s declaring himself more and more delighted 
with you. And he owns, that he put the queClion to you. 
—Hay, Harriet 1 —Smiling in my face. 

(a)Vol.m.p.38i. 
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Every one’s eyes were upon me. Sir Charles, I believe, 
saw me look as if I were apprehensive of my uncle’s rail¬ 
lery. He came up to us: My dear Miss Byron, said he, in 
my uncle’s hearing, I have owned to Mr. Selby, the re- 
que^ I presumed to make you. I am afraid that he, as 
well as you, think me too bold and forward. If madam, 
you do, I ask your pardon: My hopes shall always be con- 
trouled by your pleasure. 

This made my uncle complaisant to me. I was re¬ 
assured. I was pleased to be so seasonably relieved. 

Friday Morning, Odober 2 o. 

You mu^ not, my dear Ladies, expeft me to be so very 
minute: If I am, mu^ I not lose a hundred charming 
conversations.? One, however, I will give you a little par¬ 
ticularly. 

Your brother desired leave to attend me in my dress¬ 
ing-room—But how can I attempt to describe his air, his 
manner, or repeat the thousand agreeable things he said.? 
Insensibly he fell into talking of future schemes, in a way 
that punftilio itself could not be displeased with. 

He had been telling me, that our dear Mr. Deane, 
having been affeftedby his la^ indisposition, had desired 
my uncle, my aunt, and him, to permit him to lay before 
them the ^late of his affairs, and the kind things he in¬ 
tended to do by his own relations; who however, were all 
in happy circumftances. After which, he insi^ed upon 
Sir Charles’s being his sole executor, which he scrupled; 
desiring that some other person should be joined with 
him in the trufl: But Mr. Deane being very earne^i; on this? 
head. Sir Charles said, I hope I know my own heart: My 
dear Mr. Deane, you mu^ do as you please. 

After some other discourse, I suppose, said I, the good 
man will not part with us till the beginning of next week. 
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Whenever you leave him, answered he, it will be to his 
regret; it may therefore as well be soon: But I am sorry, 
methinks, that he, who has qualities which endear him to 
every one, should be so much alone as he is here. I have a 
great desire, when I can be so happy as to find myself a 
settled man, to draw into my neighbourhood friends who 
will dignify it. Mr. Deane, will, I hope, be often our visi¬ 
ter at the Hall. The love he bears to his dear god-daugh¬ 
ter will be his inducement; and the air and soil being 
more dry and wholsome than this so near the Fens, may 
be a means to prolong his valuable life. 

Dr. Bartlett, continued he, has already carried into 
execution some schemes which relate to my indigent 
neighbours, and the lower class of my tenants. How does 
that excellent man revere Miss Byron!—My Beauchamp, 
with our two Sifters and their Lords will be often with 
us. Your worthy cousin Reeves's, Lord W. and his de¬ 
serving Lady, will also be our visiters, and we theirs, in 
turn. The Mansfield family are already within a few 
miles of me: Afid our Northamptonshire friends!—Visi¬ 
ters and visited—What happiness do I propose to my¬ 
self, and the beloved of my heart!—And if (as you have 
generously wished) the dear Clementina may be happy, 
at lea^t not «;/happy, and her brother Jeronymo recover; 
what, in this world, can be wanting to crown our felicity.? 

Tears of joy Grayed down my cheek, unperceived by 
me, till they fell upon his hand, as it had mine in it. He 
kissed them away. I was abashed. If my dear Miss Byron 
permit me to go on, I have her advice to ask.—I bowed 
my assent. My heart throbbed with painful joy: I could 
not speak. ^ 

Will // not be too early^ madam, to ask you about some 
matters of domeftic concern.? The lease of the house in 
St. James's Square is expired. Some difficulties are made 
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to renew it, unless on terms which I think unreasonable. 
I do not easily submit to imposition. Is there any-thing 
that you particularly like in the situation of that house.? 

Houses, Sir, nay. Countries, will be alike to me, in the 
company of those I value. 

You are all goodness, madam. I will leave it to my 
siilers, to enquire after another house. I hope you will 
allow them to consult you, as any one may offer. I will 
write to the owner of my present house (who is solicitous 
to know my determination, and says he has a tenant ready, 
if I relinquish it) that it will be at his command in three 
months time. When my dear Miss Byron shall bless me 
with her hand, and our Northamptonshire friends will 
part with her, if she pleases, we will go direftly to the 
Hall. 

I bowed, and intended to look as one who thought her¬ 
self obliged. 

Retrain, check me, madam, whenever I seem to tres¬ 
pass on your goodness. Yet how shall I forbear to wish 
you to ha^en the Day that shall make yod wholly mine? 
—You will the rather allow me to wish it, as you will then 
be more than ever your own miftress; tho’ you have al¬ 
ways been generously left to a discretion that never was 
more deservedly trusted to. Your will, madam, will ever 
comprehend mine. 

You leave me. Sir, only room to say, that if gratitude 
can make me a merit with you, that began with the fir^l 
knowlege I had of you; and it has been increasing ever 
since—I hope I never shall be ungrateful. 

Tears again ^frayed down my cheek. Why did I weep? 

Delicate sensibility! said he. He clasped his arms about 
me—^But instantly withdrew them, as if recolledling him¬ 
self—Pardon me, madam! Admiration will sometimes 
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mingle with reverence. I muft express my gratitude as a 
man—May my happy Day be not far distant, that I may 
have no bound to my joy!—^He took my hand, and again 
pressed it with his lips. My heart, madam, said he, is in 
your hand: You cannot but treat it graciously. 

Juif then came in my Nancy [Why came she in?] with 
the general expedation of us to breakfaft!—Breakfast! 
—What, thought I, is breakfa^!—The world, my Char¬ 
lotte—^But hush!—Withdraw, fond heart, from my pen! 
Can the deare§l friend allow for the acknowlegement of 
impulses so fervent, and which, writing to the moment, 
as I may say, the moment only can justify revealing? 

He led me down-^airs, and to my very seat, with 
an air so noble, yet so tender—My aunt, my Lucy, 
every-body—looked at me. My eyes betrayed my hardly- 
conquered emotion. 

Sir Charles’s looks and behaviour were so respectful, 
that every one addressed me as a person of increased con¬ 
sequence. Do you think. Lady G. that Lord G’s and 
Lord L’s respectful behaviour to their wives does not as 
much credit to their own hearts, as to their Ladies? How 
happy are you, that you have recolleCted yourself, and 
now encourage not others, by your example, to make a 
jeCt of a husband's Love!—Will you forgive me the recol¬ 
lection, for the sake of thejoy I have in the reformation? 

I have read this Letter, juCt now, to my aunt and Lucy, 
all except this laft saucy hint to you. They clasped me 
each in their arms, and said. They admired him, and were 

E leased with me. In^lruCt me, my dear Ladies, how to be- 
ave in such a manner, as may shew my gratitude (I had 
almoCt said my Love); yet not go so very far, as to leave 
the Day, the Hour, Every-thing, to his determination 1 
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But, on reading to my Aunt and Lucy what I had writ¬ 
ten, I was ashamed to find, that when he was enumerat¬ 
ing the friends he hoped to have near him, or about him, I 
had forgot to remind him of my Emily. Ungrateful Har¬ 
riet!—But don’t tell her that I was so absorbed in Self, 
and that the conversation was so intere^ing, that my 
heart was more of a passive than an active machine at the 
time. I will soon find, or make, an occasion to be her solici- 
tress. You once thought that Emily, for her own sake, 
should not live with us; but her heart is set upon it. Dear 
creature 11 love her 11 will sooth her 11 will take her to my 
bosom 1 —I will, by my sifterly compassion, intitle my¬ 
self to all her confidence I She shall have all mine. Nor 
shall her guardian suspedl her.—I will be as faithful 
to her secret, as you and Lady L. were (thankfully I 
remember it!) to mine. Do you think, my dear, that if 
Lady Clementina [I bow to her merit whenever I name 
her to myself] had had such a true, such a soothing friend, 
to whom she could have revealed the secret that oppress¬ 
ed her noble heart, while her passion was ^oung, it would 
have been attended with such a deprivation of her reason, 
as made unhappy all who had the honour of being related 
to her? 

O my dear Lady G! I am undone! Emily is undone! 
We are all undone!—I am afraid so!—My intolerable 
carelessness!—I will run away from him! I cannot look 
him in the face!—But I am mo^l, mo^ of all, concerned 
for my Emily! 

Walking in the g arden wit h Lucy, I dropt the la^ 
sheet, marke d 6, of tm sXiai eHaT "" 

lYfussecl It not till my aunt this minute told me, that 

(fl) Beginning, Why did I weep? p. 186. 
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Sir Charles, crossing the walk which I had juil before 
quitted, looped, "and took up a paper. Immediately my 
heart misgave me. I took out my Letter: I thought I had 
it all—But the fatal, fatal sixth sheet, is wanting: That 
mu^l be what he looped for, and took up. What shall I 
do!—Sweet Emily! now will he never suffer you to live 
with him. All my own heart laid open too!—Such pratt¬ 
ling also 1 —I cannot look him in the face I—How shall I 
do, to get away to Shirley-manor, and hide myself in the 
indulgent bosom of my grandmamma?—What affefta- 
tion, after this, will it be, to refuse him his Day 1 —But he 
demands audience of me. Could any-thing (O the dear 
Emily 1 ) have happened more mortifying to 

Tour 

HARRIET BYRON? 


LETTER XXIX. 

Miss Byron. /« Continuation. 

Friday Afternoon., Odober^o. 

I W A S all confusion when he, looking as unconscious 
as he used to do, entered my dressing-room. I turned 
my face from him. He seemed surprised at my concern. 
Miss Byron, I hope, is well. Has any-thing di^urbed 
you, madam? 

My paper, my paper I You took it up—For the world I 
would not—The poor Emily!—Give it me; Give it me; 
and I bur^I into tears.— ■> 

Was there ever such a fool? What business had I to 
name Emily? 
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He took it out of his pocket. I came to give it to you; 
putting it into my hand. I saw it was your writing, ma¬ 
dam : I folded it up immediately: It has not been unfolded 
since: Not a single sentence did I permit myself to read. 

Are you sure, Sir, you have not read it; nor any part of 
it.?— 

Upon my honour, I have not. 

I cleared up at once. A blessed reward, thought I, for 
denying my own curiosity, when pressed by my Char¬ 
lotte to read a Letter clandeftinely obtained! 

A thousand, thousand thanks to you. Sir, for not giving 
way to your curiosity. I should have been miserable, per¬ 
haps, for months, had you read that paper. 

You now indeed raise my curiosity, madam. Perhaps 
your generosity will permit you to gratify it; tho’ I should 
not have forgiven myself, had I taken advantage of such 
an accident. 

I will tell you the contents of some parts of it. Sir. 

Those which relate to my Emily, if you please, ma¬ 
dam. Th^poor Emily, you said.—You ha'^e alarmed me. 
Perhaps I am not to be quite happy!—What oipoor Emily! 
Has the girl been imprudent.?—Has she already—What 
of tYitpoor Emily.? 

And his face glowed with impatience. 

No harm. Sir, of Emily!—Only a request of the dear 
girl I [What better use could I have made of my fright, 
Lady G.?] But the manner oi my mentioning it, I would 
not for the world you should have seen. 

No harm, you say I—I was afraid by your concern for 
her—^But can you love her as well as ever? If you can,' 
Emily mu^^ill be good. * 

I can: I do. 
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What then, dear madam, of poor Emily? Why poor 
Emily?— 

I will tell you. The dear girl makes it her request, that 
I will procure of you one favour for her: Her heart is set 
upon it. 

If Emily continue good, she shall only signify her 
wish, and I will comply. If/am not a Father to her, is she 
not fatherless? 

Allow me. Sir, to call you kind! good! humane! 

What I want of those qualities. Miss Byron will teach 
me, by her example.—But what would my Emily?— 

She would live with her guardian. Sir— 

With me, madam?—And withjycw, madam?—Tell me, 
own to me, madam. And with you? 

That is her wish— 

And does my beloved Miss Byron think it a wish 
to be granted? Will she be the inftrufting friend, the 
exemplary siller, now in that time of the dear girl’s life, 
when the eye, rather than the judgment, is usually the 
diredtor of a yoflng woman’s affedlions ? 

I love the sweet Innocent: I could wish her to be al¬ 
ways with me. 

Obliging goodness! Then is one of my cares over. A 
young woman from Fourteen to Twenty, is often a trou¬ 
blesome charge upon a friendly heart. I could not have 
asked this favour of you. You rejoice me by mentioning 
it. Shall I write a Letter, in your name, to Emily? 

There, Sir, is pen, ink, and paper. 

Inyoarname, madam? 

I bowed assent; mistrusting nothing. 

He wrote; and doubling d'own, shewed me only these 
words—“My dear Miss Jervois, I have obtained for you 
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the desired favour—^Will you not continue to be as good 
as you have hitherto been?—^This is alJ which is required 
of my Emily, by her ever-affeftionate”— 

I instantly wrote, '^Harriet Byron." —But, Sir, what 
have you doubled down ? 

Charming confidence!—What mu^l he be, who could 
attempt to abuse it?—Read, madam, what you have 
signed. 

I did. How my heart throbbed.—^And could Sir Charles 
Grandison, said I, thus intend to deceive? Could Sir Charles 
Grandison be such a plotter? Thank God you are not a 
bad man. 

After the words, I have obtained for you the desired 
favour., followed these: 

“You mull be very good. You muH resolve to give me 
nothing but joy; joy equal to the love I have for you, and 
to the sacrifice I have made to oblige you. Go down, my 
love, as soon as you can, to Grandison-hall: I shall then 
have one of the sillers of my heart there to receive me. If 
you are there in less than a fortnight, I will endeavour to 
be with you in a fortnight after. I sacrifice, at leall, an¬ 
other fortnight’s punftilio to oblige you. And will you 
not continue to be as good as you have hitherto been ? That 
is all which is required of my Emily, by, 

Give me the paper. Sir; holding out my hand for it. 

Have I forfeited my chara<5ler with you, madam i*— 
holding it back, with an air of respeilful gaiety. 

I muH consider. Sir, before I give you an answer. 

If I have, why should I not send it away; and, as Miss 
Byron cannot deny her hand-writing, hope to receive thfe 
benefit of the supposed deceit? Especially as it will an¬ 
swer so many good ends: For inllance, your own wishes 
in Emily’s favour; as it will increase your own power of 
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obliging; and be a means of accelerating the happiness of 
a man, whose principal joy will be in making you happy. 

Was it not a pretty piece of deceit, Lady G? Shall I 
own, that my heart was more inclined to reward than 
punish him for it? And really, for a moment, I thought of 
the imprafticableness of complying with the request, as 
if I was seriously pondering upon it, and was sorry it was 
not prafticable. To get away from my dear Mr. Deane, 
thought I, who will not be in ha^le to part with us; some 
female bustlings to be got over on our return to Selby- 
house ; proposal renewed, and a little paraded with [Why, 
Lady G. did you tell me that our Sex is a foolish Sex?]; the 
preparation; the ceremony; the awful ceremony! the 
parting with the dearest and moSi indulgent friends that 
ever any young creature was blessed with; and to be at 
Grandison-hall, a// within one month 1 —Was there ever 
so precipitating a man? 

I believe verily, that I appeared to him as if I were con¬ 
sidering of it; for he took advantage of my silence and 
urged me to permit him to send away to Emily what he 
had written; and offered to give reasons for his urgency: 
Written as it is, said he, by me, and signed by you, how 
will the dear girl rejoice at the consent of both, under our 
hands I And will she not take the caution given her in it 
from me, as kindly as she will your mediation in her favour? 

Sure, Sir, said I, you expeft not a serious answer!— 
Upon his honour, he did—How, Sit! Ought you not 
rather to be thankful, if I forgive you, for letting me see 
that Sir Charles Grandison was capable of such an arti¬ 
fice, tho’ but inject; and for his reflexion upon me, and 
perhaps meant on our Sex, as*if decorum were hut punc¬ 
tilio? I beg my Lucy’s pardon, added I, for being half 
angry with her when she called you a designer. 


o 
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My deare^l creature, said he, lama designer. Who, to 
accelerate a happiness on which that'of his whole life 
depends, would not be innocently so? I am, in this in- 
ftance, selfish: But I glory in my selfishness; because I 
am determined, if power be lent me, that every one, with¬ 
in the circle of our acquaintance, shall have reason to con¬ 
gratulate you as one of the happieft of women. 

Till this artifice, Sir, shewed me what you cou/t/ do, 
were you not a man of the ftrifte^t honour, I had nothing 
but affiance in you. Give me the paper. Sir; and, for your 
own sake, I will destroy it, that it may not furnish me with 
an argument, that there is not o»e man in the world who is 
to be implicitly confided in by a woman. 

Take it, madam (presenting it to me, with his usual 
gracefulness); destroy it not however, till you have ex¬ 
posed me as sucA a breach of confidence deserves, to your 
aunt, your Lucy—To your uncle Selby; and Mr. Deane, 
if you please. 

Ah, Sir! you know your advantages! I will not, in this 
case refer to them: I could sooner rely, dearly as they love 
their Harriet, on Sir Charles Grandison’s juft ice, than on 
their favour, in any debate that should happen between 
him and me. 

There never, madam, except in the case before us, can 
be room for a reference; your prudence, and my grati¬ 
tude, muft secure us both. Even now, impatient as I am 
to call you mine, which makes me willing to lay hold of 
every opportunity to irrge you for an early day, I will en¬ 
deavour to subdue that impatience, and submit to your 
will. Yet, let me say, that if I did not think yolir heart ofte 
of the moft laudably unreserved, yet truly delicate, that 
woman ever boafted, and your prudence equal, you would 
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not have found me so acquiescent a Lover, early as you 
suppose my urgenty for the happy day. 

And is it not early, Sir.? Can Sir Charles Grandison 
think me pundfilious?—But you will permit me to write 
to Miss J ervois myself, and acquaint her with her granted 
wish, if— 

If! No if, madam—Whatever you think right to be 
dqne in this case, that do. Emily will be more particularly 
your ward than mine, if you condescend to take the truil 
upon you. 

You will be pleased, dear Lady G. to acquaint Emily 
with the grant of her wish: She will rejoice. God give the 
dear creature reason for joy; and then I shall have double 
pleasure in having contributed to her obtaining of it. But, 
on second thoughts, I will write to her myself; for I allow 
not that she shall see or hear read every-thing I write to 
you. 

Shall I own to you, that my grandmamma, and aunt, 
and Lucy, are of your mind? They all three wish—But 
who can deny flie dear Innocent the grant of a reque^ on 
which she has so long set her heart? And would it not be 
pity, methinks I hear the world say, some time hence, 
especially if any mishap [God forbid it I] should befall her, 
that Sir Charles Grandison, the moft honourable of men, 
should so marry, as that a young Lady of innocence and 
merit, and mi^ress of a fortune, which, it might be fore¬ 
seen, would encourage the attempts of designing men, 
could not have lived with his wife.?—^Poor child 1 —Then 
would the world have shaken its wise head (allow the ex¬ 
pression); and well for me if it had judged so mildly of 
me. • 

Our dear Mr. Deane, though reluftantly, has con- 

02 



196 History o/ [Vol. 5. 

sented that we shall leave him on Monday next. We shall 
set out direftly for Selby-house, where Ve propose to be 
the same night. My aunt and I have been urgent with 
him to go back with us; but he is cross, and will be ex¬ 
cused. 

Juft now Lucy tells me, that Mr. Deane declared to 
my uncle, aunt, and her, that he will not visit us at Selby- 
house till we send for him and the settlements together, 
which he will have ready in a week—Strange expedition 1 
Sure they are afraid your brother will change his mind, 
and are willing to put it out of the poor man’s power to 
recede! Lucy smiles at me, and is sure, she says, that she 
may in confidence reveal all these matters to me, without 
endangering my lije. My next Letter will be from Selby- 
house. 

While that life continues, my dear Ladies, look upon 
me as assuredly 

Toursy 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XXX. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Mondayy 0 £l. 23. 

G O on, go on, with your narratives, my dear. Hither¬ 
to Caroline and I know not how either much to 
blame you, or totally to acquit you oiparade, the man arid 
his situation considered; and the ftate of your heart for so 
many months paft; every one of your friends—consent¬ 
ing, shall I say .?—more than consenting— ardent, to be 
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related to him. Hark ye, Harriet, let me whisper you— 
My brother, whether he come honestly, or not, by his 
knowlege, I dare say, thinks not so highly of the Free¬ 
masonry part of marriage as you do!—Y ou ^art. O Char¬ 
lotte! you cry: And, O Harriet! too—But, my dear girl, 
let my brother see, that you thi^ (and no woman in the 
world does, if you don’t) th^^he tr ue mode^y , after t 
hearts are engaged, is to think little of parade, andlnuch [ 
of the social happiness that awaits two worthy minds ' 
united by Love, and conformity of sentiment—^After all, 
we are silly creatures, Harriet: We are afraid of wise men. 
No wonder that we seldom choose them when a fool 
offers. I wish I knew the man, however, who dared to say - 
this ijiiny hearing. 

Your grandmother Shirley is more than woman: My 
brother prodigiously admires her. I think you may tru^ 
to her judgment, if you suppose him too precipitating. 
Your aunt is an excellent woman: But I never knew wo¬ 
man or man, who valued themselves on delicacy, and 
found themselVes consulted upon it, but was apt to over¬ 
do the matter. Is not this a little, a very little, Mrs. Selby’s 
case? Let her know, that I bid you ask this que^lion of 
herself: She muft be assured that I equally love and 
honour her; so won’t be angry. 

Your uncle is an odd, but a very honest Dun^lable 
soul! Tell him I say so; but withal, that he should leave 
women to aft as women^ in these matters. What a duce^ 
what apizBy would he expeft perfeftion from them? He, 
whose arguments always run in the depreciating ftrain? 
If he wouldy ask him. Where should they have it, convers¬ 
ing, as they are obliged to do, with men? Men for their 
fathers, for their brothers, for their uncles—^They muSl 
be a little silly, had they not zfund of silliness in them- 
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selves.—^But I would not have them be mo^l: o«/, in mat¬ 
ters where they should be moft in. 

I think, however, so does Lady L. that so far as you 
have proceeded, you are tolerable; tho’ not half so clever 
as he, considering situations. Upon my word, Harriet, 
allowing for every-thing, neither of Sir Charles Grandi- 
son’s sillers expefted that their brother would have made 
so ardent, so polite, a Lover. He is %o prudent a man, and 
that once had like to have been one of your, even your, 
objections.—Yet so nobly sincere—so manly. O that my 
ape—But come, Harriet, as men go in this age of mon¬ 
keys and Sir Foplings, Lord G. (for all you) is not to be 
despised. I, as a good wife ought, will take his part, who¬ 
ever runs him down. Where much is not given, much, 
and-so-forth— 

I have told Emily the good news: I could not help it, 
tho’ you promise to write to her. 

Poor thing! she is all ecstasy 1 She is not the only one 
who seeks as her greater good, what may possibly prove 
her greatell misfortune. But, for her sake,*for your sake, 
and my brother’s, I hope, under your direCling eye, and 
by prudent management (the flame so young) a little cold 
water will do; and that if it will blaze, it may be direCled 
towards Beauchamp’s house. 

Let me whisper you again, Harriet-|^oung girls find¬ 
ing themselves veiled with new powera, and a set of new 
inclinations, turn their Glaring eyes out of themselves; 
and the firll man they see, they imagine, if he be a single 
man, and but simpers at them, they muft receive him as a 
Lover: Then they return downcall for ogle, that he may 
ogle on without interruption. They are soon brought to 
write answers to Letters which confess flames the writer’s 
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heart never felt. The girl doubts not her own gifts, herf 
own consequence: She wonders that her father, mother] 
and other friends, never told her of these new-found ex 4 
cellencies: She is more and more beautiful in her own! 
eyes, as he more and more flatters her. If her parents are! 
<?-verse, the girl isp^r-verse; and the more, the less dis4 
cretion there is in her passion. She adopts the word cok 4 
Jlancy; she declaims persecution; she calls her idl4 

flame, Love; a Cupidity, which only was a Somethingl 
she knew not what to make of—and, like a wandering 
bee, had it not settled on this flower, would on the next; 
were it either bitter or sweet.// 

And this generally, with the thoughtless, is the begin¬ 
ning and progress of that formidable invader, miscalled 
Love; a word very happily at hand, to help giddy crea¬ 
tures to talk with, and look without confusion of face on, 
a man telling them a thousand lyes, and hoping, perhaps 
by illaudable means, to attain an end not in itse^ ilhud- 
able, when duty and discretion are, the one the guide, the 
other the gentle restraint. 

But as to Emily—I depend on htr principles, as well as 
on your affectionate discretion (when you will be pleased, 
among ye, to permit my brother to be adually yours) for 
retraining her imagination. There never beat in Female 
bosom an honeter heart. Poor thing! she is but a girl! 
And who is the woman, or child, that looks on my Bro¬ 
ther without love and reverence? 

For Emily’s sake, you see, you mut not have too many 
of your honet uncle’s circum-roundabouts. He makes us 
laugh. I love to have him angry with his Dame Selby. 
Dear Harriet, when your hegrt’s quite at ease, give us the 
courtship of the odd soul to the light of his eyes; his odd- 
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ness, and her delicacy! A charming contrail! You did 
help us to a little of it once {a)^ you know. Theirs, on the 
woman’s side, could not be a match of Love at fir^: But 
who so happy as they.? I am convinced, Harriet, that Love 
on one side, and Discretion on the other, is enough in 
conscience; and, in short, much better than Love on 
both: For what room can there be for discretion, in the 
latter case.? The man is guilty of an heterodoxy in Love, 
you know, who is prudent^ or but suspedted of being so 1 
—^Ah Harriet, Harriet, once more I say, we women are 
foolish creatures in our Love-affairs, and know not what’s 
bedl for ourselves.—In your dlile—“Don’t you think so, 
Lucy.?”—Yet I admire Lucy—She got over an impro¬ 
perly-placed Love; and now, her mad fit over [We have 
all little or much of it; begun, as I told you how] she is so 
cool, so quiet, so sedate—Yet once I make no doubt, look¬ 
ing forward to her present happy quiescence, would have 
thought it a dlate of insipidity. Dearly do we love racket¬ 
ing ; and, another whisper, some of us to be racketed— 
But not you! you are an exception. Yes, tolie sure!—But 
I believe you’ll think me mad. 

We like my brother’s little trick upon you in the Billet 
he wrote, and which you signed, as if to Emily. You see 
how earned he is, my dear. I long for his next Letters 
from Italy. I think that is a lucky plea enough for you, if 
you suppose parade necessary. 

We have got Everard among us again. The sorry fel¬ 
low—O Harriet, had you seen him, with his hat upon his 
two thumbs, bowing, cringing, blushing, confounded, 
when he came into my royal presence—But I, from 

my throne, extended the g»olden sceptre to him, as I 
knew I should please my brother by it. He sat down, 
(a)Seep. I75,&8eq. 
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when I bid him, twined his lips, curdled his chin, hem- 
m’d, ^lole a lookiof reverence at me, looked down when 
his eyes met mine; mine bold as innocence, his conscious 
as guilt; hemm’d again, turned his hat about; then with 
one of his not quite-forgotten airs of pertness, putting it 
under his arm, shook his ears, tried to look up, then his 
eye sunk again under my broader eye.—O my dear, what 
a paltry creature is a man vice-bitten, and sensible of 
detected folly, and obligation! 

Sir Charles has made a man of him, once more. His 
dress is as gay as ever; and, I dare say, he ^ruts as much 
in it as ever, in company that knows not how he came by 
it. He reformed!—Bad habits are of the Jerusalem arti¬ 
choke kind; once planted, there is no getting them out of 
the ground. 

Our good Dr. Bartlett is also with us, at present: He is 
in hopes of seeing my brother in town—“In town,” Har¬ 
riet!—and the great affair un-solemnized!—Woe be to 
you, if—But let’s see how you aft when left to yourself. 
Prudent peopfe, in other’s matters, are not always pru¬ 
dent in their own; especially in their Love-affairs. A little 
over-nicety at setting out, will carry them into a road they 
never intended to amble in; and then they are sometimes 
obliged to the less prudent to put them in the path they 
set out from. Remember, my dear, / am at hand, if you 
bewilder yourself. 

Dr. Bartlett tells us, that my Brother has extricated 
this poor creature from his entanglements with his wo¬ 
man, by his interposition only by Letter: Some money, 1 
suppose. The Doftor desires to be silent, on the means; 
but hints, however, that Ev«rard will soon be in circum- 
ftances not xmhappy. 
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I have got the Dodlor to explain himself. Every day 
produces some new in^ances of womens follies. What 
would poor battered rakes and younger brothers do, 
when on their la^ legs, were it not for good-natured wi¬ 
dows?—Ay, and sometimes for forward maids? This 
wretch, it seems, has acquitted himself so handsomely in 
the discharge of the 100 /. which he owed to his wine- 
merchant’s relift, and the Lady was so full of acknow- 
legements, and obligations, and all that, for being paid 
but her due, that he has ventured to make Love to her, as 
it is called; and is well received. He behaves with more 
spirit before her, I suppose, than he does before me. 

The widow had a plain, diligent, honeft man, before. 
She has what is called ta^e^ forsooth, or believes she has. 
She thinks Mr. Grandison a finer gentleman than him 
who left her in a condition to be thought worthy of the 
address of a gayer man. She prides herself, it seems, in 
the relation that her marriage will give her to a man of Sir 
Charles Grandison’s charafter. Much worse reasons will 
have weight, when a woman finds hersfclf inclined to 
change her condition. But Everard is very earneft that 
my brother should know nothing of the matter till all is 
over: So you (as I) have this piece of news in confidence. 
Lady L. has not been told it. His cousin, he says, who 
refused him his intereft with Miss Mansfield, Lady W’s 
Sifter, because he thought a further time of probation, 
with regard to his avowed good resolutions, necessary, 
would perhaps, for the widow’s sake, if applied to, put a 
spoke in his wheel. 

Everard (I can hardly allow myself to call him Grandi¬ 
son) avows a vehement passion for the widow. She is rich. 
—When they are set out together in taSle., as she calls it, 
trade, or business, her firft rise, quite forgot, what a gay, 
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what a frolick dance will she and her new husband, in a 
little while, lead up, on the grave of her poor, plain, de¬ 
spised one! 

’Tis well, ’tis well, my dear Harriet, that I have a mul¬ 
titude of faults myself [Witness, to go no further back, 
this Letter] or I should despise nine parts of the world out 
of ten. 

I find that Sir Charles, and Beauchamp, and Dr. Bart¬ 
lett, correspond. Light is hardly more aftive than my 
brother, nor lightning more quick, when he has any¬ 
thing to execute that mu^t or ought to be done. I believe 
I told you early, that was a part of his character. You muft 
not then wonder, or be offended [Shall I use the word 
offended, my dear?] that you, in your turn, now he has 
found himself at liberty to address you, should be affefted 
by his adroitness and vivacity in your Femalities, as uncle 
Selby calls them: Aptly enough, I think; tho’ I do not 
love that men should be so impudent, as either to find us 
out, or abuse us. You cannot always, were you to think 
him too precipitating, separate disagreeable qualities 
from good in the same person; since, perhaps, the one is 
the conftitutional occasion of the other. Could he, for ex¬ 
ample, be half so useful a friend as he is, if he were to 
dream over a Love-affair, as you would seem to have him; 
in other words, gape over his ripened fruit till it dropt 
into his yaw-yaw-yawning mouth? He’ll certainly get 
you, Harriet, within, or near, his proposed time. Look 
about you: He’ll have you, before you know where you 
are. By hook, as the saying is, will he pull you to him, 
ftruggle as you will (he has already got hold of you) or by 
crook; inviting, nay, compelMng you, by his generosity, 
gentle shepherd-like, to nymph as gentle. What you do, 
therefore, do with such a grace as may preserve to you the 
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appearance of having it in your power to lay an obliga¬ 
tion upon him. It is the opinion or both his Sifters, that he 
values you more for your noble expansion of heart, and 
not ignorant, but generous frankness of manners, yet 
mingled with dignity, than for—even—^your Beauty, 
Harriet—Whether you, who are in such full possession 
of every grace of person, care, as a woman, to hear of that, 
or not. His gay parterre similitude you remember, my 
dear. It is my firm belief, that those are the greateft 
admirers of fine flowers, who love to see them in their 
borders, and seldomeft pluck the fading fragrance. The 
other wretches crop, put them in their bosoms, and in an 
hour or two, rose, carnation, or whatever they be, after 
one parting smell, throw them away. 

He is very busy, where-ever he is. At his inn, I sup¬ 
pose, moft. But he boafts not to you, or any-body, of 
what he does. 

He writes now-and-then a Letter to aunt Nell, and she 
is so proud of the favour—^Look you here, niece; Look 
you here!—But I sha’n’t shewyou allhe. ’Writes.—On go 
the speftacles—for she will not for the world part with 
the Letter out of her hands.—She reads one paragraph, 
one sentence, then another—On and off go the speft¬ 
acles, while she conjeftures, explains, animadverts, ap¬ 
plauds; and so goes on till she leaves not a line unread: 
Then, folding it up carefully in its cover, puts it in her 
Letter or Ribband-case, which shall I call it.? For having 
but few Letters to put in it, the case is filled with bits and 
ends of ribbands, patterns, and-so-forth, of all manner of 
colours, faded and fresh; with intermingledcPms of gold¬ 
beaters skin, plaifters for ai*cut finger, for a chopt lip, a 
kibe, perhaps for corns; which she dispenses occasionally 
very bountifully, and values herself (as we see at sucn 
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times by a double chin made triple) for being not unuse¬ 
ful in her generation. Chide me, if you will; the humour’s 
upon me; hang me if I care: You are only Harriet Byron, 
as yet. Change your name, andincreaseyour consequence. 

I have written a long Letter already; and to what end.^ 
Only to expose myself, say you? True enough. But now, 
Harriet, to bribe you into passing a milder censure, let 
me tell you all I can pick up from the Doftor, relating to 
my Brother’s matters. Bribe shall I call this, or gratitude, 
for your free communications? 

Matters between the Mansfields and the Keelings are 
brought very forward. Hang particulars: No-body’s af¬ 
fairs lie near my heart, but yours. The two families have 
already begun to visit. When my brother returns, all the 
gentry in the neighbourhood are to be invited, to rejoice 
with the parties on the occasion. 

Be so kind, my dear, as to dismiss the good man, as 
soon as your punftilio will admit. We are contented, that, 
while he lays himself out so much in the service of others, 
he should do sbmething for himself. You, my dear, we 
look upon as a high reward for his many great and good 
actions. But, as he is a man who has a deep sense of fa¬ 
vours granted, and values not the blessing the more (when 
it ought to be within his reach) because it is dear, as is the 
case of the sorry fellows in general, I would have you con¬ 
sider of it—that’s all. 

The Doftor tells me, also, that the wicked Bolton’s 
ward is dead; and that every-thing is concluded, to Sir 
Charles’s satisfaftion, with him; and the Mansfields (re- 
inftated in Jill their rights) are once more a happy family. 

Sir Hargrave is in a lamentable way; Dr. Bartlett has 
great compassion for him. Would you have me pity him, 
Harriet.^—You would, you say—Well, then. I’ll try for 
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it: As it was by his means you and we, and my brother, 
came acquainted, I think I may. He iS to be brought to 
town. 

Poor Sir Harry Beauchamp! He is pa^ recovery. Had 
the physicians given him over when they firft undertook 
him, he might, they say, have had a chance for it. 

I told you, that Emily’s mother was turned Methodiil. 
She has converted her husband. A strange alteration! 
But it is natural for such sort of people to pass from one 
extreme to another. Emily every now-and-then visits 
them. They are ready to worship her, for her duty and 
goodness. She is a lovely girl: She every day improves in 
her person, as well as in her mind. She is sometimes with 
me; sometimes with Lady L.; sometimes with aunt Elea¬ 
nor; sometimes with your Mrs. Reeves.—^We are ready 
to fight for her: But you will soon rob all of us. She is pre¬ 
paring for her journey to you. Poor girl 11 pity her. Such a 
conflidl in her mind, between her love of you, and tender¬ 
ness for her guardian 1 Her Anne has confessed to me, 
that she weeps one half of the night; yet forces herself to 
be lively in company—^After the example of Miss Byron, 
she says, when she visited you at Selby-house. I hope, my 
dear, all will be right. But to go to live with a beloved 
objeft—I don’t understand it. You, Harriet, may. I ne¬ 
ver was in Love, God help me I 

I am afraid the dear girl does too much for her mother. 
As they have so handsome an annuity, 400 /. a year, so 
much beyond their expectation; I think she should not 
give, nor should they receive, any-thing considerable of 
her, without her guardian’s knowlege. She is laying out a 
great deal of money on neW cloaths, to do you and her 
guardian credit—on your nuptials, poor thing I she says, 
with tears in her eyes—but whether of joy, or sensibility, 
it is hard to decide; but I believe of both. 
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What makes me imagine she does more than she should, 
is, that a week ago she borrowed fifty guineas of me; and 
but yesterday came to me—I should do a very wrong 
thing, said she, blushing up to the ears, should I ask Lady 
L. to lend me a sum of money till my next quarter comes 
due, after I made myself jowr debtor so lately: But if you 
£ould lend me thirty or forty guineas more, you would do 
me a great favour. 

My dear! said I; and ^ared at her! 

Don’t question, don’t chide me, this one time. I never 
will run in debt again: I hate to be in debt. But you have 
bid me tell you all my wants. 

I will not, my Love, say another word. I will fetch you 
fifty guineas more. 

More^ my dear Lady G! that is a pretty rub: But I will 
always, for the future, be within bounds: And don’t let 
my guardian know it—He would kill me, by his gener¬ 
osity; yet perhaps, in his own heart, wonder what I did 
with my money. If he thought ill of me, or that I was 
extravagant, itVould break my heart. 

Only, my dear, said I, remember, that 400 /. a year:— 
Mrs. O-Hara cannot want any-thing to be done for her 
now. 

Don’t call her Mrs. O-Hara! She is very good: Call 
her my mother. 

I kissed the sweet girl, and fetched her the other fifty 
guineas, 

I thought it not amiss to give you this hint, my dear, 
against she goes down to you. But do you think it right, 
after all, tcf have her with my Brother and you.? 

Lady L. keeps close—She fa^ts, cries, prays; is vailly 
^prehensive: She makes me uneasy for her and myself. 
These vile men 11 believe I shall hate them all. Did they 
partake—^But not half so grateful as the blackbirds: They 



2 o8 TAtf History 0/ [Vol. 5. 

rather look big with insolence, than perch near, and sing 
a song to comfort the poor souls they have so grievously 
mortified. Other birds, as I have observed (sparrows, in 
particular) sit hour and hour, he’s and she’s, in turn; and 
I have seen the hen, when her rogue has ftaid too long, 
rattle at him, while he circles about her with sweeping 
wings, and displayed plumage, his head and breaft of 
vaifeus dyes, ardently shining, peep, peep, peep; as much 
as to say, I beg your pardon. Love—I was forced to go a 
great way off for my dinner.—Sirrr-rah! I have thought 
she has said, in an unforgiving accent—^Do your duty 
now—Sit close.—^Peep, peep, peep—I will, I will, I will 
—^Away has she skimmed, and returned to relieve him— 
when she thought fit. 

Don’t laugh at us, Harriet, in our mortified ftate. [Be¬ 
gone, wretch— What have I done, madam? ^areing!— 
What have you done I—My sorry fellow came in, wheedl¬ 
ing, courting, ju^ as I was pi^ng two meek Sixers: 
Was it not enough to vex one.?] Don’t laugh at us, I say— 
If you do! —May my Brother, all in good time, avenge us 
on you, prays, in malice, 

CHARLOTTE G. 


LETTER XXXI. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Wedn, Evening, Oil. 25. 

F I E upon you. Lady G! What a Letter have you writ¬ 
ten ! There is no separating the good from the bad in 
it. With what dangerous talents are you entru^ed! and 
what use do you make of them 11 have written two long 
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Letters, continuing my narrative of our proceedings; but 
I mu^l take you tor severe task for this before me; and thU 
and they shall go together. 

Wicked wit! What a foe art thou to decent chearful- 
ness 1 —In a womans hand such a weapon! What might 
we not expeft from it, were it in a man’s? How you juftify 
the very creatures of that Sex, whom you would be 
thought to despise! 

But you say, you would not allow in a man, the liberties 
you yourself take with your own Sex. How can you, my 
dear, be so partial to your faults, yet own them to be such? 
Would you rank with the wor^l of sinners? They do ju^ 
so. 

I may be a fool: I may be inconsistent: I may not know 
how with a grace to give effect to my own wishes; I may 
be able to advise better than aft—Moft pragmatical crea¬ 
tures think they can be counsellors in another’s case, 
while their own affairs, as my uncle would say, lie at sixes 
and sevens^ But how does this excuse your freedoms with 
your whole Sex^With the Innocents of it, more particu¬ 
larly? 

Let me say, my dear, that you take odious, yes, odious^ 
liberties; I won’t recal the word: Liberties which I can¬ 
not, tho’ to shame you, repeat. Fie upon you, Charlotte 1 

And yet you say, that neither you nor Lady L. know 
how to blame me much, tho’, the man considered, you 
will not totally acquit me of parade; and in another place, 
that so far as we have proceeded, we have behaved toler¬ 
ably. Why, then, all this riot.^—^yes, riot, Charlotte! 
againft us, 2 tnd againft our Sex? What^ but for riot’s sake? 

“The humour upon you [’’-•—The humour is upon you, 
with a witness 1 “Hang you, if you care 1 ”—But, my dear, 
it would be more to your credit if you did care; and if you 

P 
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checked the wicked humour.—Do you think nobody but 
you has such talents? Fain would I loWer you, since, as it 
is evident, you take pride in your licence —Forgive me, 
my dear—^Yet I will not say half I think of your wicked 
wit. Think you, that there are not many who could be as 
smart, as surprising, as you, were they to indulge a vein 
of what you call humour? Do you think your brother is 
not one? Would not he be too hard for you at your own 
weapons? Has he not convinced you that he could? But 
he, a man^ can check the overflowing freedom. 

But if I have set out wrong with your brother, I will do 
my endeavour to recover my path. You greatly oblige me 
with your conducting hand: But what necessity was there 
for you to lead me through briars and thorns, and to 
plunge me into two or three dirty puddles, in order to put 
me into the right path, when it lay before you in a direCt 
line, without going a bow-shoot about? 

Be pleased, however, to consider situation, on my side, 
as well as on your brother’s: I might be a little excusable 
for my aukwardness, perhaps, were it considered, that the 
notion of a double or divided Love, on the man’s part, 
came often into my head; indeed could not be long out; 
the Lady so superlatively excellent; his affeClion for her, 
so allowably, as well as avowedly, Clrong. Was it possible 
to avoid little jealousies, little petulancies, when slights 
were imaginable? The more, for the excellency of the 
man; the more for my paCl weakness of so many months? I 
pretend not, my deareCl Charlotte, to be got above na¬ 
ture : I know I am a weak silly girl: I am humbled in the 
sense I have of his and Clementina’s superior merits., 
True Love will ever make%. person think meanly of her¬ 
self, in proportion as she thinks highly of the objeft. 
Pride will be up, sometimes; but in the pull two ways. 
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between that and mortification, a torn coat will be the 
consequence; And not the tatterdemallion [What a 
new language will my uncle teach me!] then look simply? 

You bid me ask my aunt—You bid me tell my uncle 
—Naughty Charlotte! I will ask, I will tell, them, no¬ 
thing. Pray write me a Letter next, that I can read to 
them. I skipt this passage—Read that—’um—’um— 
’um—Then skipt again—Hey-day 1 What’s come to the 
girl, cried my uncle? Can Lady G. write what Harriet 
cannot read? [There was a rebuke for you, Charlotte!] 
For the love of God, let me read it!—He bulled, laugh¬ 
ed, shook his shoulders, rubbed his hands, at the imagi¬ 
nation—Some pretty roguery, I warrant: Dearly do I love 
Lady G. If you love me, Harriet, let me read; and once he 
snatched one of the sheets. I boldly struggled withhim for 
it—For shame, Mr. Selby, said my aunt. My dear, said 
my grandmother, if your uncle is so impetuous, you mu^l 
shew him no more of your Letters. 

He then gave it up—Consider, Charlotte, what a fine 
piece of work we should have had with my uncle, had he 
read it through. 

But, let me see—What are the parts of this wicked 
Letter, for which I can sincerely thank you?—O my dear, 

I cannot, cannot, without soiling my fingers, pick them 
out—^Your intelligences, however, are among those 
which I hold for favours. 

Poor Emily! that is a subjedl which delights, yet sad¬ 
dens, me—We are laudably fond of distinguishing merit; 
But your Brother’s is so dazling—Every woman is one’s 1 
rival. But no more of my Emily. Dear creature, the sub- j 
jeft pains me!—^Yet I cannot'quit it.—You ask. If, after ( 
all, I think it right that she should live with me.?—What i 
can I say? For sake, perhaps, it will not: Yet how is 

P2 



212 TAtf History^ [Vol. 5. 

her heart set upon it! For my own sake, as there is no per¬ 
fect happiness to be expefted in this life, I could be con¬ 
tent to bear a little pain, were that dear girl to be either 
benefited or pleasured by it. Indeed I love her, at my 
heart—^And, what is more—I love myself for so sincere¬ 
ly loving her. 

In the wicked part of your Letter, what you write of 
your aunt Eleanor—But I have no patience with you, sin¬ 
ner as you are again^ light, and better knowlege! and 
derider of the infirmities, not of old maids, but of old age! 
—Don’t you hope to live long yourself.? That worthy 
Lady wears not speftacles, Charlotte, because she never 
was so happy as to be married. Wicked Charlotte! to owe 
such obligation to the generosity of good Lord G. for 
taking pity of you in time [Were you Four or Five-and- 
twenty when he honoured you with his hand at St. 
George’s church.?] and yet to treat him as you do, in 
more places than one, in this very Letter! 

But I will tell you what I will do with this same strange 
Letter—I will transcribe all the good things in it. There 
are many which both delight and inftruft; and some 
morning, before I dress for the day, I will [Sad task, 
Charlotte! But it shall be by way of penance for some of 
my faults and follies I] transcribe the intolerable passages; 
so make two Letters of it. One I will keep to shew my 
friends here, in order to increase, if it be possible, their 
admiration of my Charlotte; the bad one I will present to 
you. I know I shall transcribe it in a violent hurry—^Not 
much matter whether it be legible ,or not—^The hobbling 
it will cause in the reading, will make it appear worse to* 
you, than if you could read it as glibly as you write. If 
half of it be illegible, enough will be left to make you 
blush for the whole, and wonder what sort of a pen it was 
that somebody, unknown to you, put into your ^andish. 
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After all, spare me not, my ever-dear, my ever-charm¬ 
ing friend 1 Spare only your selj: Don’t let Charlotte run 
away from both G’s. You will then be always equally sure 
of my admiration and love. For dearly do I love you, with 
all your faults; so dearly, that when I consider your faults 
by themselves, I am ready to arraign my heart, and to 
think there is more of the roguery of my Charlotte in it 
than I will allow of. 

One punishment to you, I intend, my dear—In all my 
future Letters, I will write as if I had never seen this your 
naughty one. Indeed I am in a kind of way, faulty or not, 
that I cannot get out of, all at once; but as soon as I can, I 
will, that I may better juftify my displeasure at some 
parts of your Letter, by the observance I will pay to 
others. That is a sweet sentence of my Charlotte’s: 
“Change your name, and increase your consequence.’’ 
Refleft, my dear—How naughty rnu^I you have been, 
that such a charming in^ance of goodness could not 
bribe to spare you 

Your ever-affedionate and grateful 

HARRIET BYRON! 


LETTER XXXII. 
Miss Byron. In Continuation. 



Selby-house.^ Tuesday Morning, Od. 24. 
R. DE A N E would not go back with us. He laid a 
ifrift charge upon me,«t parting, not to be punctil¬ 


ious. 

I am not, my dear Lady G. Do you think I am? The 
men are their own enemies, if they wish us to be open- 
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hearted and sincere, and are not so themselves. Let them 
enable us to d^end on their candour, as much as we may 
on that of Sir Charles Grandison, and the women will be 
inexcuseable, who shall play either the prude or the co¬ 
quet with them. You will say, I am very cunning, per¬ 
haps, to form at the same time a rule /row, and an excuse 
/or, my own condudf to this excellent man: But be that as 
it will, it is truth. 

We sent our duty la^ night to Shirley-manor; and 
expeft every moment the dear parent there with us. 

She is come. I will go down; and if I get her by myself, 
or only with my aunt and Lucy, I will tell her a thousand 
thousand agreeable things, which have passed since la^ I 
had her tender blessing. 

We have had this Greville and this Fenwick here. I 
could very well have spared them. Miss Orme came hi¬ 
ther also, uninvited, to breakfa^; a favour she often does 
us. I knew not, at fir^t, how to behave to Sir Charles be¬ 
fore her: She looked io jealous of him! so cold 1 Under her 
bent brow she looked at him; Yes, and No, were all her 
answers, with an air so ^iff!—^But this reserve lafted not 
above a quarter of an hour. Sir Charles addressed himself 
to me., with so much respeft; to her, with so polite a free¬ 
dom ; that she could not hold her shyness. 

Her brow cleared up; her eyes looked larger, and 
more free: Her buttoned-up pretty mouth opened to a 
smile: She answered, she asked, questions; gave her re¬ 
quired opinion on more topics than one, and was again all 
Miss Orme. • , 

Every-body took great notice of Sir Charles’s fine ad¬ 
dress to her, and were charmed with him; for we all 
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efteem Mr. Orme, and love his Si^er. How pleasant it 
was to see the sunshine break out in her amiable counten¬ 
ance, and the gloom vanishing, by degrees! 

She took me out into the lesser parlour—^What a 
Grange variable creature am I! said she: How I hated 
this Sir Charles Grandison, before I saw him! I was vexed 
to find him, at fir^t sight, answer what I had heard of 
him; for I was resolved to dislike him, tho’ he had been 
an Angel! But, ah, my poor Brother!—I am afraid, I my¬ 
self shall be ready to give up his interest!—^No wonder, 
my dear Miss Byron, that nobody else would do, when 
you had seen this man—But ftill, let me bespeak your 
pity for my brother—Would to Heaven you had not 
gone to London!—What went you thither for.'* 

Sir Charles kindly enquired of her after Mr. Orme’s 
health; praised him for his charafter; wished his recov¬ 
ery; and to be allowed to cultivate the friendship of so 
worthy a man: And all this with an air so sincere!—But 
good men mu^ love one another. 

• 

Sir Charles has ju^l now declared to my aunt, that he 
thinks of going up to town, or to Grandison-hall, I forget 
if they told me which, to-morrow or next day: Perhaps he 
knows not to which himself. I was surprised. Perhaps he 
is tired with us. Let me recolledl:— Thursday was Se'ti- 
night\ Why indeed he has been down with us twelve days 1 
No less 1 

But he has no doubts, no suspenses, from ai, to keep 
Love awake: His path is plain and smooth before him. 
He has demanded his Day: We think we cannot imme¬ 
diately, and after so short a time pa^l since his declaring 
himself, give it him—^And why should he lose his pre- 
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cious time among us? I suppose he will be so goot/ as to 
hold himself in readiness to obey our stimmons—He ex¬ 
perts a summons from us, perhaps 1— 

O my dear Lady G! am I not perverse? I believe I am. 
Yet where there is room, from paft circumstances, to 
dread a slight, tho’ none may be intended, and truly as I 
honour and revere Lady Clementina, my mind is not 
always great enough (perhaps from consciousness of de¬ 
merit) to carry itself above apprehension and petulance, 
noble as is the man. 

My uncle is a little down upon it; and why? Because, 
truly, my grandmamma has told him, that it is really too 
early yet to fix the Day; and he reverences, as every-body 
does, her judgment. 

But why, he asks, cannot there be preparation making? 
Why may not something be seen going forward? 

What! before the Day is named? my aunt asks—^As 
Harriet had desired to have his next Letters arrive before 
she direftly answered his question, she could not recede. 

He went from them both greatly dissatisfied, and ex¬ 
claiming again^ womens love of power, and never know¬ 
ing how to make a right use of it. 

A message from Sir Charles. He desires to attend me. 
I believe I shall be a little sullen: I know my heart: It is all 
his own; and I am loth to disoblige him—^But he was far, 
far more attendant on Lady Clementina’s motions: Don’t 
you think so. Lady G? But she was all excellence—^Well 
—but hush!—I say no more 1— 

I w ill give you an account of our conversation. I verily, 
believe, that, had he not touched the poor snail with too 
ha^ a finger, which made her shrink again into her 
shell, I might have been brought to name the week, tho* 
not the day. 
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But I will not anticipate. 

He entered with a very polite and afFeftionate air. He 
enquired after my health, and said, I looked not well— 
Only vexed, thought I! 

It is impossible, I believe, to hold displeasure in the 
presence of a beloved objeft, with whom we are not mort¬ 
ally offended. My deare^ Miss Byron, said he, taking 
my passive hand, I am come to ask your advice on twenty 
subjefts. In the fir^t place, here is a Letter from Lady G. 
recommending to me a house near her own [He gave it to 
me. I read it]. Should you, madam, approve of Grosvenor 
Square.? 

I was silent: You will guess how my captious folly 
appeared to him, by what he said to me. He respeftfully 
took my hand—Why so solemn, dear madam.? Why so 
silent.? Has any-thing disturbed you? Some little displea¬ 
sure seems to hang upon that open countenance. Not at 
me, I hope? 

Yes it is, thought I! But I did not intend you should 
see it.—I cleaned up; and, without answering his ques¬ 
tion, said. It is in the neighbourhood of Lady L. I hope? 

Thank you, madam, for that hope —It is. Nor far from 
your cousin Reeves’s. 

I can have no objeftion. Sir. 

I will refer myself, on this subjeft, if you please, to my 
Siglers, and Lord G. He values himself on his ta^e in 
houses and furniture, and will be delighted to be put into 
commission with my Siglers on this occasion: Or shall I 
^ay till the happy Day is over, and leave the choice wholly 
to yourself? 

Lady G. Sir, seems pleased with the house. She writes, 
that there is somebody else about it. It may not, then, be 
to be had. 

Shall I, then, commission her to take it direftly? 
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What you please, Sir. 

He bowed to me, and said. Then that matter is settled. 
And now, madam, let me own all my arts. You would 
penetrate into them, if I did not. You see, that the great 
que^ion is never out of my view—I cannot but hope and 
believe, that you are above regarding mere punctilio.— 
Have you, my dearest Miss Byron, thought, can you 
think, of some early week, in which to fix my happy Day.? 
—Some preparation on your part, I presume, will be 
thought necessary: As to mine, were you to bless me with 
your hand next week, I should be aforehand in that par¬ 
ticular. 

I was silent. I was considering how to find some middle 
way that should make non-compliance appear neither 
disobliging, nor affefted. 

He looked up at me with Love and Tenderness in his 
aspeft; but, having no answer, proceeded: 

Your uncle, madam, and Mr. Deane, will inform you, 
that the settlements are such as cannot be disapproved of. 
I expert every day some slight tokens of nay affeftion for 
my dear Miss Byron, which will be adorned by the lovely 
wearer. I have not been so extravagant in them, as shall 
make her think I build on toys for her approbation. She 
will allow me to give her my notions on this subject. In 
the article of personal appearance, I think, that propriety 
and degree should be consulted, as well as fortune. Our 
degree, our fortune, madam, is not mean; but I, who 
always wished for the revival of Sumptuary Laws, have 
not sought, in this article, to emulate Princes. In my own 
dress, I am generally a conform!^ to the fashion. Singu-, 
larity is usually the indicatoon of something wrong in 
judgment. I rather perhaps dress too shewy, tho’ a young 
man, for one who builds nothing on outward appearance: 
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But my father loved to be dressed. In matters which re¬ 
gard not morals, *1 chose to appear to his friends and 
tenants, as not doing discredit to his magnificent spirit (a). 

I could not think it becoming, as those perhaps do, who 
have the direftion of the royal ftamp on the coin, to set 
my face the contrary way to that of my predecessor. In a 
word, all my father’s ^eps, in which I could tread, I did; 
and have chosen rather to build upon, than demolish, his 
foundations.—But how does my vanity mislead me! I 
vanity, madam; Thave pride, con sequen- 
tial fai|fhg's7iJ9iiich i canhotaTways get above: But, anx¬ 
ious as l ever shall be for your approbation, my whole 
heart sRaltbe open to yoii; and every motive, 6very spring 
of action, so far as I can trace it, be it to my advantage or 
fiot, shall be made known to you. Happy the day that I 
became acquainted with Dr. Bartlett! Hevnit'iell you, 
madam, that I am corrigible. You mu^ perfedt, by your 
sweet conversation, ««-coupled with fear, what Dr. Bart¬ 
lett has so happily begun; and I shall then be more wor¬ 
thy of you than«t present I am. 

O, Sir, you do me too much honour! You mu^l be myh 
monitor. As to the ornaments you speak of, I hope I shall 
always look upon simplicity of manners, a grateful return 
to the man I shall vow to honour, and a worthy behaviour 
to all around me, as my principal ornaments. ^ 

His eyes gli^ened. He bowed his face upon my hand, 
to hide, as I thought, his emotion. Excellent Miss Byron! 
said he: Then, after a pause. Now let me say, that I have 
the happiness to find my humble application to you ac¬ 
ceptable to every one of your friends. The only woman on 

• 

(a) Miss Byton observes, Vol. I. Let. xxxvi. p. 27 8. that Sit Charles's dress and 
equipage are rather gay than plain. She little thought, at that time, that he had 
such a reason to give for it as he here suggests. 



220 History o/ [Vol. 5. 

earth, whom, besides yourself, I ever could have wished 
to call mine, and all her ever-to-be respected family (plead¬ 
ing their own sakes) join their wishes in my favour; and, 
were you to desire it, would, I am sure, signify as much to 
you under their own hands. I know not whether I could 
so far have overcome my own scruples in behalf of your 
delicacy (placing myself, as persons always ought when 
they hope for favour, in the granter’s place) as to suppli¬ 
cate you so soon as I have done, but at the earned requeft 
of a family, and for the sake of a Lady, I muft ever hold 
dear. The world about you expeds a speedy celebration. I 
have not, I own, been backward to encourage the expect¬ 
ation : It was impossible to conceal from it the motive of 
my coming down, as my abode was at an inn. I came with 
an equipage, because my pride (How great is my pride 1 ) 
permitted me not to own that I doubted. Have you, ma¬ 
dam, a material objection to an early Day.? Be so good to 
inform me, if you have. I wish to remove every shadow of 
doubt from your heart. 

I was silent. He proceeded: 

Let me not pain you, madam—lifting my hand to his 
lips—I would not pain you for the world. You have seen 
the unhappy Olivia: You have perhaps heard her Ctory 
from herself. What mu^t be the cause upon which self- 
partiality cannot put a gloss.? Because I knew not how (It 
was shocking to my nature) to repulse a Lady, s he to^ 
my p ity for e ncouragement. Pity fromji L^dy of a manj^ 
n?ible-—ITieCtSClarationirfpitjTr man For aTWtJfhan, 

may be tl'ujuglrRrrmrt^^ upon msultl Of such a 

natufe is ao/mme—She has some noble qualTtles—Fronj 
my heart, for her charaClet^s sake, I pity Olivia 1 and the 
more for that violence of temper which she never was 
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taught to re^lrain. If, madam, you have any scruples on 

account, own them: I will, for I honestly can^ remove 
them. 

O Sir, None! None!—Not the lea^l on that unhappy 
Lady’s account— 

Let me say, proceeded he, that Olivia reveres you, and 
wishes you to be mine: I hope cordially, for she is afraid 
^ill of your Si^er-excellence. Give me leave to boa^t (It is 
my boa^) that tho’ I have had pain from individuals of 
your Sex, I can look back on my pa^ life, and bless God 
that I never, from childhood to manhood , wilfully gave 
pain either to the Motherly (a) or Sisterly heart; nor 
from manhood to the present hour to any other woman. 

O Sir, Sir!—What is it you caWpain^ if at this instant 
(and I said it with tears) which your goodness makes 
me feel, is not soi*—The dear, the excellent Clementina! 
What a perverseness is in her fate! She, and she only^ 
could have deserved you! 

He bent his knee to the greatly honoured Harriet—I 
acknowlege wifh transport, said he, the joy you give me 
by your magnanimity; such a more than sisterly magnani¬ 
mity to that of Clementina. How nobly do you authorize 
my regard for her! In you, madam, shall I have all her ex¬ 
cellencies, without the abatements which mu^l have been 
allowed, had she been mine, from considerations of Reli¬ 
gion and Country. Believe me, madam, that my Love of 
her, if I know my heart, is of such a nature, as never can 
abate the fervor of that I vow to you. To both of you, my 
principal atachment was to Mind: Yet let me say, that 
the personal union, to which you discourage me not to 
aspire, and the duties of tho mo^ intimate of all con- 

(a) See his mother’s written acknowlegement to this purpose, Vol. II. p. 121. 
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nexions, will preserve to you the due preference; as (allow 
me to say) it would have done to her^ had she accepted of 
my vows. 

O Sir, believe me incapable of affeftation, of petulance, 
of disguise. My heart (Why should I not speak freely to 
Sir Charles Grandison.?) is wholly yours: It never knew 
another Lord. I will flatter myself, that, had you never 
known Lady Clementina, and had she not been a prior 
Love, you never would have had a divided heart. What 
pain muft you have had in the conflift! My regard for 
you, bids me acknowlege my own vanity, in my pity for 
you. 

I gushed into tears—You muft leave me, Sir—I can¬ 
not bear the exaltation you have given me. 

I turned away my face: I thought I should have fainted. 

He clasped me to his bosom: He put his cheek to 
mine: For a moment we neither of us could speak. 

He broke the short silence. I dread the effedls on your 
tender health, of the pain I, or rather your own greatness 
of mind, give you. Beloved of my heart, kissing my cheek, 
wet at that moment with the tears of both, forgive me: 
And be assured, that Reverence will always accompany 
my Love. Will it be too much, ju^l now, to re-urge the 
Day that shall answer the wishes of Clementina, of her 
noble brothers, of all our own friends, and make you 
wholly mine? 

His air was so noble; his eyes shewed so much awe, 
yet such manly dignity, that my heart gave way to its 
natural impulse—^Why, Sir, should I not declare my reli¬ 
ance on your candour? My honour, in the world’s eye, 1 
entrust to you: But bid me not do an improper thing, le^ 
my desire of obliging you should make me forget myself. 

Was not this a generous resignation? Did it not de- 
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serve a generous return? But he, even Sir Charles Grandi¬ 
son, endeavoured to make his advantage of it. Letters 
from Italy unreceived! as if he thought my reference to 
those a punctilio also. 

What a deposit I—Your honour, madam, is safely en- 
trufted. Can punftilio be honour.?—It is but the shadow 
of it. What but that ^ands again^ your grant of an early 
Day.?—^Do not think me misled by my impatience to call 
you mine, to take an undue advantage of your condescen¬ 
sion. Is it not the happiness of both that I wish to con¬ 
firm? And shall I suffer false delicacy, false gratitude, to 
take place of the true?—^Allow me, madam—But you 
seem uneasy—I will prolong the time I had intended to 
beg you would permit me to limit you to: Let me reque^ 
from you the choice of some one happy Day, before the 
expiration of the neyA fourteen — 

Consider, Sir 1 — 

Nothing, madam, happening in my behaviour to cause 
you to revoke the generous trull: From abroad there can¬ 
not. 

He looked to be in earneil in his request: Was it not 
almoft an ungenerous return to my confidence in him? 
Twelve days only had elapsed since his personal declara¬ 
tion ; the Letters from Italy, which he had allowed me to 
wait for, unreceived; Lady D. one of the moil delicate- 
minded of women, knowing too my preferable regard for 
your brother: And muil not the hurry have the worse 
appearance for that? No preparation yet thought of: My 
aunt thinking his former urgency, greatly as she honours 
him, rather too precipitating—My spirits, hurried be¬ 
fore, were really affefted. Do not call me a silly girl, dear- 
eil Lady G: I endeavoured to speak; but at the inilant, 
could not diilinftly. 
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if you regard punftilio merely; punftilio has no deter¬ 
minate end: Pundlilio begets punctilio. You may not 
half a year hence imagine that to be sufficiently gratified. 
Again I say, "Doyou madam, consider: Let me adhere to 
the fourteen days, and within them crown the hope you 
gave me. 

Within them. Sir!—I did not expedl— 

You tell me, my beloved Miss Byron, interrupted he, 
what you did not expedl—^Tell me, I beseech you, mi^- 
ress as you are of one of the nobleft of female hearts, what 
you did expedl, when you condescended to make me the 
compliment, that, were it to be carried into eflFeft, would 
engage my utmo^ gratitude. 

I had not thought of any particular time: But I could 
not have made you that compliment, had I thought of a 
Day so very early. 

You have, madam, you ought to have, the option: Yet I 
own, that your declared generous confidence in me had 
elated me. The temptation was too great for me, not to 
wish to make use of the power you had, as I thought, put 
into my hands: And allow me to say, that I cannot give 
up my hope till your grandmamma and aunt decide that I 
ought. 

How, Sirl—^And can you thus adhere?—^But I will 
allow of your reference — 

And be determined by their advice, madam? 

But I will not truft you. Sir, with pleading your own 
cause. 

Are you not arbitrary, madam? 

In this point, if I am, ought I not to be so? > 

Yes, if you will resume S power you had so generously 
resigned. 

May I »or, Sir, when I think it over-drained in the 
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hands of the person to whom, in better hopes, it was 
delegated? 

That, dear Lady, is the point to be tried. You consent 
to refer the merits of it to your grandmamma and aunt? 

If I do^ Sir, you ought not to call me arbitrary. 

It is gracious, bowing, in my sovereign Lady, to sub¬ 
mit her absolute will and pleasure to arbitration. 

Very well. Sir!—But will you not submit to my own 
award? 

Tell me, dear Miss Byron, tell me, if I do, how gener¬ 
ous will you be? 

I was far from intending— 

IVaSy madam—I hope I may dwell upon that word, 
and repeat my question? 

^my Sir. I am far from intending— 

No more, dear madam. I appeal to another tribunal. 

Well, Sir, I will endeavour to recolleft the sub^ance 
of this conversation, and lay it, in writing, before the 
judges you have named. Lucy shall be a third. 

You will pefmit me, madam, to see your ^ate of the 
case, before you lay it before the judges? 

No, Sir. None but they muft see it, till it makes part of 
a Letter to Lady G. who then shall shew it only to Lady L. 

It is the harder to be thus prescribed to, my dear Miss 
Byron, because— 

What, Sir, in my Day? 

That was what I was going to urge, because mine will 
never come. Every Day, to the end of my life, will be 
yours [Dear man!]—Only, Sir, as I deserve your kind¬ 
ness: I wish not for it on other terms. And you shall be 
then sole judge of my deserfls. I will not appeal to any 
other tribunal. 

He gracefully bowed. I think, said he, smiling, I muSt 

q2 
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withdraw my intended appeal: I am half-afraid of my 
judges; and perhaps ought to rely wholly on your good¬ 
ness. 

No, no, Sir! Your intention is your ail. In that s&nse you 
have appealed to Caesar (a). 

I never before was in Love with despotism. You men¬ 
tion writing to my sixers: You correspond with them, I 
presume, as you formerly did with our Lucy. Let me tell 
you, madam, that you had not been Miss Byron, Four¬ 
teen days after I was favoured with the sight of those 
Letters, had I been at liberty to offer you my heart, and 
could I have prevailed on you to accept it. Your distress, 
your noble frankness of heart— 

And let me own, Sir, as an instance of the frankness 
you are pleased to encourage, that gratitude for the deli¬ 
verance you so nobly gave me, had as much power over 
my heart, as the openness of mine, and my digress, could 
have over yours. 

Sweet excellence!—Complete your generous good¬ 
ness to a grateful heart; it is a grateful ohe; and shorten 
the days of your single power, in order to enlarge it! 

Lucy appeared; but seeing us engaged in conversa¬ 
tion, was about to retire: But he, Pepping to her, and 
taking both her hands— Our Lucy, obligingly said he, 
you mu^ come in—You are to be one judge of three in a 
certain cause, that will come before you—And I hope— 

No prejudgings. Sir Charles, said I— Tou are not to 
plead at all— 

Yet deeply intere^ed in the event, Miss Selby 1 said he. 

A bad sign, cousin Byron 1 said Lucy. I bdgin already 
to doubt the juftice of youf cause. 

{a) Alluding to Fe^tus’s answer to St, Paul, Aft. xsv, 121. 
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When you hear it, Lucy, make, as you usually do, the 
golden rule yours, and I have nothing to fear. 

I tell you, before-hand, I am inclined to favour Sir 
Charles. No three judges can be found, but will believe, 
from his character, that he cannot be wrong. 

But from mine, that / may!—O my Lucy! I did not 
expedl this from my cousin. You muft not, I think, be one 
of my judges. 

To this place, I have shewn my three judges. The fol¬ 
lowing is their determination, drawn up by the dear Lady 
President, my grandmamma. 

Sir Charles Grandison, againSl Harriet Byron. 

Et h Contra. 

W E, the underwritten, do find, upon the case laid 
before us by the said Harriet, That, in the whole 
conversation between the said Sir Charles and her, she 
has behaved herself with that true virgin delicacy, yet 
with that laudable unreservedness, that might be expeft- 
ed from her charafter, and his merits. We think, the gen¬ 
tleman has the advantage of the Lady in the arguments 
for the early Day contended for; and, if she had defended 
herself by little artifices and disguises, we should have 
had no scruple to decide against her: But as she has shewn, 
throughout the conversation, noble instances of gener¬ 
osity, tru^ reposed, and even acknowleged affeftion; we 
recommend to them both a compromise. 

We allow, therefore. Sir Charles Grandison to pursue 
his intentions of going up t» town, declaredly to prepare 
for the happy Day; and recommend it to Harriet, in con- 



230 TAc History o/ [Vol. 5. 

sideration of the merits of the requester (who lays his 
whole heart open before her, in a manner too generous 
not to meet with a like return) to fix as early a Day as in 
prudence she can. 

For the re^t, May the Almighty shower down his 
blessings on both! May all their contentions, like this, be 
those of Love, and true Delicacy! May they live together 
many, very many, happy years, an example of conjugal 
felicity! And may their exemplary virtues meet with an 
everla^ing reward!—So prays, so subscribes, 

HENRIETTA SHIRLEY. 
MARIANNE SELBY. 
LUCY SELBY. 

To-morrow morning, when Sir Charles comes to 
breakfa^, this paper will be presented to him by my 
grandmamma. 

I wonder whether Sir Charles writes to Dr. Bartlett an 
account of what passes here. If he does, whut would I give 
to see his Letters! and, particularly, what he thinks of the 
little delays he meets with! But do, dear Lady G. acquit 
me of affeftation and parade. Indeed it is not that. I hope 
he himself acquits me, and censures himself; for, upon 
my word, he is unreasonably hafty. 

I could not but express a little curiosity about his hint 
of Lady Olivia’s favourable opinion of me, tho’ not at the 
time; and he was so good as to shew me, and my grand¬ 
mamma and aunt, a mo^l extraordinary charafter which 
she gave me in a long Letter {a). I saw it was a long Let-, 
ter: I was very Eve-ish, my*dear. Lucy said afterwards, 

(tf) See Vol. iv. p. 422,42 3. 
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that I did so leer at it: An ugly word, importing sliness\ 
and, after I was angry at myself for giving her the idea 
that put her upon applying it, I chid her for using it. 

Lady Olivia writes such high things, my dear! I blush¬ 
ed—I did not, could not, deserve them. I always pitied 
her, you know; but now you cannot imagine how much 
more than ever I pitied her. Do all of us, indeed, as the 
men say, love flattery?—I did not think I did—I shall 
find out all the obliquities of my heart, in time. I was sup¬ 
posed once to be %ogood a creature—as if none other were 
half so good!—Ah, my partial friends! you ^udied your 
Harriet in the dark; but here comes the sun darting into 
all the crooked and obscure corners of my heart; and I 
shrink from his dazling eye; and, compared to Him (and 
Clementina, let me add) appear to myself such a Nothing— 

Nay, I have had the mortification, once or twice, to 
think myself less than the very Olivia, upon whom, but 
lately, secure of my mind’s superiority to her mind, I 
looked down with a kind of proud compassion: And 
whence this es^ltation of Olivia, and self-humiliation?— 
Why, from her magnifying beyond measure the poor 
Harriet, and yielding up her own hopes, entreating him, 
as she does, to address me; and that with such honour¬ 
able diftindion, as if my acceptance of him were doubtful,, 
and a condescension. 

I wish I could procure you a copy of what your brother 
read to me—^Ah, my dear! it is very soothing to my pride 1 
—^But what is the foundation of that pride? Is it not my 
ambition to be thought worthily of by the be^t of men? 
And does .not praise Simulate me to resolve to deserve 
praise? I will endeavour to deserve it. But, my dear, this 
Olivia, a fine figure herself, and loving in spite of dis- 
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couragement, can praise, to the objeft of her Love, the 
person^ and ^lill more, the mind, of her rival!—Is not that 
great in Olivia? Could / be so great, if I thought myself in 
danger from her? 


LETTER XXXIII. 

Miss Byron. 7 « Continuation. 

Selby-house, Wedn. 03 . 25. 

S I R C H A RLE S came not this morning till we were 
all assembled for breakfaft. I had begun to think, whe¬ 
ther, if I had been Sir Charles, and he had been Miss By¬ 
ron, I would not have been here an hour before, expeft- 
ing the decision of the judges to whom a certain cause 
was referred. O my dear Lady G.! how narrow-minded I 
am, with all my quondam heroism! The knowlege of his 
pa^ engagements with the excellent Clementina, and of 
his earned wishes then to be hers, makes me, on every 
occasion that can be tortured into an appearance of neg- 
le6f or coldness, so silly!—Indeed I am ashamed of my¬ 
self. But all my petulance was dispelled, the instant he 
shone upon us. 

Well, my dear Ladies, said he, the moment he took his 
place, whisperingly to my grandmamma (who sat be¬ 
tween my aunt and Lucy) Is sentence given? 

It is. Sir Charles—^He took my hand, cross my Nan¬ 
cy’s lap, as she sat between him and me—I have hopes, 
my dear Miss Byron [from the foolishness in my looks, I.. 
suppose] that you are caH. «, 

Have patience. Sir, said I—It is well that the be^f of us 
are not always to be our own carvers. 
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He looked, Lucy said afterwards, with eyes of love 
upon me, and of apprehension on his judges; and the dis¬ 
course turned upon indifferent subjefts. 

I retired as soon as breakfast was over; and he demand¬ 
ed his sentence. 

My uncle was, as he called it, turned out of door before 
my grandmamma gave your brother the paper. 

Sir Charles read it—You are not serious upon it. Sir 
Charles, said my grandmamma?—I am infinitely obliged 
to you. Ladies, replied he. I love to argue with my dear 
Miss Byron: I mu^l attend her, this moment. 

He sent up Sally before him, and came up. I was in my 
closet; and scrupled not to admit him. 

Henceforth, my dearest dear Miss Byron, said he, the 
moment he approached me (as I ^tood up to receive him) 
I salute you undoubtedly mine—^And he saluted me with 
ardor—I knew not which way to look —So polite a Lover, 
as I thought him!—Yet never man was so gracefully 
free I—It remains now, madam, proceeded he, ^till hold¬ 
ing my hand, t® put to trial your goodness to me [You 
have done that already, thought 11] in the great que^ion, 
by which I am to conduft myself for the next week, or ten 
days. Week or ten days, thought I! Surely, Sir, you are an 
incroacher. 

You see. Sir, said I, when a little recovered, what 
judges who, on such points as these, cannot err, have 
determined. 

Yes, they can, interrupted he: As Ladies, they are 
parties—But I submit. Their judgment mu^ be a law to 
me—I will go up to town, as they advise. I cannot, how¬ 
ever, be long absent from yow, When I return, I will not 
put up at a public place. Either your uncle, or your grand¬ 
mother, muif allow me to be their gue^l. This will oblige 
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you, I hope, even for dear punftilio sake, to honour me 
with your hand very soon after my return. 

He paused: I was silent. His firil address had put me 
out. Remember, madam, I said, resumed he, that I can¬ 
not be long absent: You are above being governed by 
mere punftilio. Add to the obligations your generous 
acceptance of me has laid me under—^Why sighs my 
Angel.? [It was, my dear Lady G. an involuntary sigh!]— 
For the world, I would not give you either sensible or 
ladling pain. But if the same circumftances would make 
your nomination of a day as painful to you, some time 
hence, as now, then bless me with as early a Day as you 
CAN give me, to express myself in the words of my judges. 

This, Sir, said I (but I hesitated, and looked down) is 
one of the solemn points which precede one of the mo^f 
solemn circumstances of my life. You seem more in earn¬ 
est for an early Day than I could have expedted. When I 
have declared that affedtation has no part in the more 
distant compliance, I may be allowed, by the niceSt of my 
own Sex, to lay open to a man so generous, tho’ so preci¬ 
pitating, my whole heart. Indeed, Sir, it is wholly yours 
—I blushed, as I felt, and turned away my face. It was a 
free declaration: But I was resolved to banish affedtation. 
He bowed profoundly on my hand, and kissed it. Grati¬ 
tude looked out in his eyes, and appeared in his graceful 
manner, tho’ attentively silent. 

You was my deliverer, proceeded I. An eSteem found¬ 
ed on gratitude, the objedl so meritorious, ought to set 
me above mere forms—Our judges say, that you have the 
advantage in the argument.— 

I will lay no Stress, madam, on this part of their judg¬ 
ment in my favour—^To your goodness, and to that so 
nobly-acknowleged'eSteem, I wholly refer myself. 
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I myself think, proceeded I, that you have the advant¬ 
age in the argument—^All that is in my power, I would 
wish to do, to oblige you— 

Condescending goodness!—^Again he bowed on my 
hand. 

Do you think. Sir— 

Why hesitates my Love.? 

Do you think, six weeks— 

Six ages, my deare^, deareft creature!—Six weeks! 
For Heaven’s sake, madam—He looked, he spoke, im¬ 
patience. 

What can a woman, who has owned your title to expeil 
to be obliged, say.?—Let me, at leaft, ask (and I unaifedf- 
edly hesitated) a months Sir—^from this day—^And that you 
will acknowlege yourself not perversely or weakly treated. 

He dropt on one knee, and kissing my hand, once, 
twice, thrice, with rapture. Within the month, then, I 
hope—I cannot live a month from you—Allow me to re¬ 
turn in the firdl fortnight of the month— 

O Sir! and take up your residence with us, on your 
return.? 

Undoubtedly, madam.—Consider, Sir—Do you also, 
deareS madam, consider; and banish me not from you 
for so very long a time. 

My heart wanted, I thought, to oblige him; but to 
allow him to return sooner, as he was to take up his abode 
with us, what was that, but, in effeft, complying with his 
fir^ proposal.? 

Permit me. Sir, to retire. Indeed you are too urgent. 

He asked my excuse; but declared, that he would not 
give up his humble plea {huffible he called it) unless my 
grandmamma and aunt told him, that he ought. 

On his leaving me to return to company below, he pre- 
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sented me with four little boxes. Accept, my beloved 
Miss Byron, said he, of these trifles. I received them not 
till this morning. While I had the Day to hope from you, 
my heart would not suffer me to offer them, le^ you 
should suspeft me mean enough to imagine an influence 
from them. I oblige myself by the tender, and I comply 
with cuftom, which I am fond of doing, whenever I can 
innocently do it. But I know, that you, my dear Miss 
Byron, value the heart more than a thousand times the 
value of these—Mine, madam, is yours, and will be yours 
to the end of my life. 

What could I say.?—My heart, on recolleftion, re¬ 
proaches me for my ungraceful acceptance. I courtesied. 
I was silly. Sir Charles Grandison only can be present to 
every occasion. 

He looked as if my refusing them was a favour more 
than equivalent to the value of the presents. My deare^ 
life, said he, on my putting them on my toilette, how 
much you oblige me!—Shall I conduft you to our friends 
below.? Will you acquaint your grandmamma and aunt 
with our debate, and my bold expeftation.? 

I ^lood ftill. He took my hand, pressed it with his lips, 
and, with a reverence more than usually profound, as if 
he had received in^ead of conferred a favour, withdrew. 
Never was a present so gracefully made! I cannot des¬ 
cribe the grace with which he made it. 

My uncle, it seems, as soon as he went down, asked 
him. How we had settled the great affair.? My grand¬ 
mamma and aunt in a breath, as he paid his compliments 
to them, asked him. If their Harriet had been good?-»- 
or, as good as he expeftedi* 

Miss Byron, said he, has taken more time than I could 
have wished she had. A month, she talks of. 

Has she complied so far.? said my grandmamma. I am 
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glad of it. I was afraid she would have insi^ed upon more 
time. 

So was I, said my aunt. But who can withstand Sir 
Charles Grandison? Has the dear girl given you the very 
Day, Sir? 

No, madam. If she had, I should have hoped it would 
have been considerably within the month. As yet. Ladies, 
I hope it will. 

Nay, Sir Charles, if you are not pleased with a month, 
said my aunt—Hush, dear Ladies!—Here comes the 
Angel.—Not a word, I beseech you, on that side of the 
question—She will think, if you applaud her, that she has 
consented to too short a term—You mu^l not make her 
uneasy with herself. 

Does not this look as if he imagined there was room for 
me to be so?—I almost wish—I don’t know what I wish; 
except I could think but half so well of myself as I do of 
him: For then should I look forward with less pain in my 
joy than now too often mingles with it. 

Your brother excused himself from dining with us: 
That Greville has engaged him. Why would he permit 
himself to be engaged by him? Greville cannot love him: 
He can only admire him, and that every-body does, who 
has been but once in his company. Miss Orme, even 
Miss Orme, is in Love with him. I received a note from 
her while your brother was with us, These are the contents; 

Dear Miss Byron, 

I AM in Love with your young Baronet. It is well that 
your Beauty and your Merit secure you, and make 
every other woman hopeless? To see and know Miss By¬ 
ron, is half the cure, unless a woman were presumption 
itself. O my poor brother 1 —But will you let me expeft 
you, and as many of the dear family as you can bring, at 
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breakfa^ to-morrow morning?—Sir Charles Grandison, 
of course. Shew your own obligingness to me, and your 
power over him, at the same time. Your cousin Holles's 
will be with me, and three sifter-toa^ls of York; besides 
that Miss Clarkson of whose Beauty and Agreeableness 
you have heard me talk. They long to see you. You may 
come. Poor things! how will they be mortified! If any one 
of them can allow herself to be less lovely than the others, 
she will be lea^l affefted by your superiority. But let me 
tell you, that Miss Clarkson, had she the intelligence in 
her eyes that Somebody else has, and the dignity with the 
ease, would be as charming a young woman. But we are 
all prepared, I to love, they to admire, your gentleman. 
Pray, pray, my dear, bring him, or the disappointment 
will kill 

Your 

KITTY ORME. 

Lucy, acquainting Sir Charles with the invitation, ask¬ 
ed him. If he would oblige Miss Orme.eHe was at our 
command, he said—So we shall breakfaft to-morrow at 
The Park. 

But I am vexed at his dining from us to-day. So little 
time to ^tay with us! I wish him to be complaisant to Mr. 
Greville; but need he be so very obliging? There are plots 
laying for his company all over the county. We are told, 
there is to be a numerous assembly, all of gentlemen, at 
Mr. Greville’s. Mr. Greville humorously declares, that 
he hates all women, for the sake of one. 

• IV^ 

We have juft opened the boxes. O my dear La<!^ G. 1 
your brother is either very proud, or his fortune is very 
high 1 Does he not say, that he always consults fortune, as 
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well as degree, in matters of outward appearance? He has 
not, in these presents, I am sure, consulted either the for¬ 
tune or degree of your Harriet—Of your happy Harriet, 

I had like to have written: But the word happy, in this 
place, would have looked as if I thought these jewels an 
addition to my happiness. How does his bounty insult 
me, on my narrow fortune!—Narrow, unless he submit 
to accept of the offered contributions of my dear friends 
— Contributions! —Proud Harriet, how art thou, even in 
thy exaltation, humbled!— Trifles, he called them: The 
very ornamenting one’s self with such toys, may, in his 
eye, be thought trifling, tho’ he is not above complying 
with the fashion, in things indifferent: But, the coft and 
beauty of these jewels considered, they are trifles. The 

jewel of jewels, however, is his heart! How would the 
noble Clementina—Hah, Pen! Heart, rather,Why, why,j, 
ju^l now, this check of Clementina? — I know why—Not|| 
from want of admiration of her; but when I am allowing|| 
my heart to open, then does—Something here, in my in 4 | 
moft bosom [Is it Conscience.'*] ^rike me, as if it said, Ahlf 
Harriet!—Triumph not; rejoice not! Check the over#| 
flowings of thy grateful heart!—^Art thou not an invadp* 
of another’s rights? 


LETTER XXXIV. 

Miss Byro n . In Continuation. 

. Thursday Morning, 0 £l. 26. 

T LL hurry off a few lines. I am always ready before 
M. these fiddling girls: Lucy and Nancy, I mean. Never 
tedious, but in dressing! They will over-do the morning 
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appearance. I could beat them. So well acquainted with 
propriety as they are; and knowing the beauty of elegant 
negligence. Were I not afraid of Lucy’s repartee; and 
that she would say I was laying out for a compliment; I 
would tell them, they had a mind to try to eclipse Miss 
Clarkson, and the Yorkshire Ladies. Your brother sup¬ 
ped., as well as dined, at that Greville’s. Fie upon him! I 
did not think he had so little command of himselfl— 
Vain Harriet! Perhaps he chose to be rather there than 
here, for novelty-stike. I shall be saucy, by-and-by. He is 
below, strongly engaged in talk with my aunt—^About 
me, I suppose: Ay, to be sure! methinks your Ladyship 
says. He can talk of nobody else!—Well, and what if one 
would wish he could not? \What are these ^rls about?'\ No 
less than one-and-twenty gentlemen at Greville’s besides 
the Prince of them all. They all were ready to worship 
him. Fenwick looked in ju^l now, and tells us so. He says, 
that your brother was the livelie^f man in the company. 
He led the mirth, he says, and visibly exerted himself the 
more, finding the turn of the conversation likely to be 
what might be expedled from such a company of all men. 
Wretches! Can twenty of them, when met, be tolerable 
creatures, not a woman among them, to soften their man¬ 
ners, and give politeness to their conversation?—Fen¬ 
wick says, they engaged him at one time into talk of differ¬ 
ent regions, customs, usages. He was ma^er of every 
subjeft. Half a score mouths were open at once whenever 
he spoke, as if di^ended with gags, was his word; and 
every one’s eyes broader than ever they were observed ta 
be before. Fenwick has humour; a little: Not much; only 
by accident. So unlike him'selj-aX. times, that he may pass 
for a different man. His aping Greville, helps his odd- 
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ness.—How I ramble 1 You’ll think I am aping my dear 
Lady G. Mocking’s catching 1 — \0 these^rlsf \—I think 
time lo^l when I am not writing to you. You cannot ima¬ 
gine what a thief I am to my company. I fteal away my¬ 
self, and get down, before I am missed, half a score times 
in a couple of hours. Sir Charles sung to the wretches: 
They all sung. They encored him without mercy.—He 
talks of setting out for town on Saturday, early. Lord 
bless me! what shall I do when he is gone.?—^Do you 
think /say this.? If I /o, I am kept in countenance: Every¬ 
body says so, as well as I—But ah. Lady G. I He has in¬ 
vited all the gentlemen, the whole twenty-one, and my 
cousin James, and my uncle, to dine with him at his inn, 
to-morrow 1 — Inn! na^ty inn I Why did we let him go thi¬ 
ther.?—I am afraid he is a reveller. Can he be so very good 
a man.? O yes, yes, yes! wicked Harriet! What is in thy 
heart, to doubt it.? A fine reflexion upon the age; as if 
there could not be one good man in it! and as if a good 
man could not be a man of vivacity and spirit! From whom 
can spirits, cark chearfulness, can debonnairness, be ex- 
peiffed, if not ixomz good man.?—I will shew these girls, 
by the quantity I have written, how they have made me 
wait. Prating, I suppose, to my Sally, about Sir Charles: 
They can talk of nobody else. 

Ready! Yes, you dear creatures! So you ought to have 
been a leaf and half of my writing ago!—^Adieu, Lady G. 
till our return from Miss Orme’s. 

Thursday Noon, 

Ju^l come back from Miss Orme’s. Sir Charles and 
my grandmamma are nowgol*together, in serious talk. I 
know I was the subjeft, by the dear parent’s looking often 


r 
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smiling upon me, as I sat at distance, and by Ais eye (tak¬ 
ing the reference, as I may call it, of Aers) turned as often 
towards me; so I ^lole up to my pen. 

We were very politely treated by Miss Orme. Miss 
Clarkson is a charming young Lady. The three York¬ 
shire sixers are lovely women. Sir Charles has told us, 
that mere Beauty attradfs only his eye, as fine flowers do 
in a gay parterre. I don’t know fAaf, my dear: That’s the 
pAilosopAical description of himself. The same men and 
women are not always the same persons. The Ladies, one 
and all, when his back was turned, declared, that he was 
the gallanted man they ever were in company with. He 
said the easie^, politell things, they ever heard spoken. 
—They never were in his company before: They might 
else have heard as fine. Such dignity, they observed (so 
does every body), yet so much ease, in all he said, as well 
as in his whole behaviour —Born to be a public man, 
would his pride permit him to aim at being so!—Not a 
syllable, however, but what might be said to each with 
the ^Iridle^ truth. Sir Charles Grandison [It is Lucy’s 
observation, as well as mine] addresses himself to women, 
as women, not as goddesses; yet does honour to the per¬ 
sons, and to the Sex. Othermen,notknowing what better to 
say, make Angels of them, all at once. The higheft things 
are ever said by men of the lowe^l underftandings; and, 
their bolts once shot, the poor souls can go no further. So 
silly!—Has not your Ladyship some of these in your eye, 
who make out the re^l, by grinning in our faces, in order 
to convince us of their sincerity? Complimental men don’t 
consider, that if the women they egregiously flatter, were 
what they would have thenni-believe they think them, they 
would not be seen in such company. 

But what do you think the elder siller of the three said 
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of your brother?—She was sure, those eyes, and that vi¬ 
vacity and politeness, were not given him for nothing. 
Given him for nothing! What a phrase is that! In short, she 
said, that pradice had improved his natural advantages. 
This I have a good mind to say of her—Either she has not 
charity, or her heart has paid for enabling its miftress to 
make such an observation. Pradice! What meant she by 
the word?—Indeed your brother was not quite so ab- 
dradedly inattentive, / thought, to the Beauty of Miss 
Clarkson, but he might give some little shadow of ground 
for observation to a censorious person. 

I sometimes think, that, free and open as his eyes are, 
his character might suffer, if one were to judge of his 
heart by them. Lord L. I remember, once said, that La¬ 
dies abroad used to look upon him as their own man, the 
moment they beheld him.—Innocently so, no doubt; 
and in their conversation-assemblies. Poor Lady Olivia, 
I suppose, was so caught! at an unhappy moment, per¬ 
haps, when her caution was half-asleep, and she was loth 
to have it too rudely awakened. But ought I, your Har¬ 
riet, to talk of this.^—Where was my caution, when I suf¬ 
fered myself to be surprised.^—O but vaj gratitude was my 
excuse. Who knows what Olivia might have to plead.^— 
We have not her whole ^lory, you know. Poor Lady, I 
pity her 1 To cross the seas, as she did!—Ineffeftually! 

But can you bear this pen-prattling; the effefts of a 
mind more at ease than it ever expefted to be? 

I will go down. Can I be so long spared? I am ju^l think¬ 
ing, that were I one of the creatures called Coquettes, the 
be^ way ta attraft attention, when it grew languid, is, 
to do as I do from zeal in writing to you—Be always go¬ 
ing out and returning, and not Saying long enough in a 
place to tire one’s company, or suffer them to turn their 
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eyes upon any-body else. Didyow ever try such an experi¬ 
ment, Charlotte? But you never could tire yovir company. 
Yet I think you have a spice of that character in yours. 
Don’t you think so, yourself?—But don’t own it, if you 
do—Hey-day! What’s the matter with me! I believe by 
my flippancy I am growing quite well, and as saucy as I 
used to be—^Poor Lady Clementina! I wish she were 
happy! Then should I be so. 

My dear Lady G. we had a charming conversation this 
day: My grandmamma and your brother bore the prin¬ 
cipal parts in it. It began with dress, and fashion, and 
such-like trifling subjects; but ended in the noble^. You 
know my grandmamma’s chearful piety. Sir Charles 
seemed at fir^ only designing to attend to her wisdom; 
but she drew him in. O my dear! he seems to be, yet not 
to know it, as good a man, as she is a woman! Yet years so 
different!—But austerity, uncharitableness, on one hand; 
o^entation, affedtation, on the other; these are qualities 
which can have no place in his heart. Such a glorious 
benevolence! Such enlarged sentiments!—^What a hap¬ 
py, thrice happy woman, thought I several times, muft 
she be, who shall be considered as a partaker of his good¬ 
ness ! Who shall be ble^l not only in him, but for him; and 
be his, and he hers, to all eternity! 

My aunt once, in the conclusion of this conversation, 
said. How happy would it be, if he could reform certain 
gentlemen of this neighbourhood! And as they were so 
fond of his company, she hoped he would attempt it. 

Example, he answered, and a silent one; would do 
more with such men that pheept. They have Moses, and the 
prophets. They know when they do wrong, and what is 
right. They would be afraid of, and affronted at, a man 
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pretending to inftrudl them. Decency, from such men, is 
as much as can be expelled. We live in such an age, added 
he, that I believe more good may be done by seeming to 
relax a little, than by ^Iridlness of behaviour. Yet I ad¬ 
mire those, who, from a full persuasion of their duty, do 
not relax; and the more, if they have got above morose¬ 
ness, au^erity, and uncharitableness. 

After dinner, Mr. Milbourne, a very good man, mini¬ 
ster of a Dissenting congregation, in our neighbourhood, 
accompanied by Dr. Curtis, called in upon us. They are 
good friends; made so by the mediation of my grand¬ 
mamma, some years ago, when they did not so well under¬ 
stand each other. Dr. Curtis had been with us more than 
once, since Sir Charles was our visiter. He greatly ad¬ 
mires him, you need not doubt. It was beautiful, after 
compliments had passed between Sir Charles and the 
gentlemen, to see the modeSl man shine out in your bro¬ 
ther’s behaviour. Indeed he was free and easy, but atten¬ 
tive, as expecting entertainment and inStruSlion from 
them ; and leading each of them to give it in his own way. 

They Staid but a little while; and when they were gone. 
Sir Charles said. He wanted no other proof of their being 
good men, than they gave by their charity, and friend¬ 
ship to each other. My uncle, who, you know, is a zealous 
man for the Churchy speaking a little severely of persons 
whom he called Schismatics'., O Mr. Selby! said Sir 
Charles, let us be afraid of prescribing to tender con¬ 
sciences. You and I, who have been abroad, in countries 
where they account us worse than Schismatics, would 
have been loth to have been prescribed to, or compelled, 
in articles for which we ourselves are only answerable to 
the common Father of us all I 

believe in my conscience. Sir Charles, replied my 
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incle, if the truth were known, you are of the mind of 
:hat IGng of Egypt, who said. He looked upon the diver¬ 
sity of religions in his kingdom with as much pleasure as 
|ie did on the diversity of flowers in his garden. 

I I remember not the name of that King of Egypt, Mr. 
Selby; but I am not of his mind. I should not, if I were a 
King, Xsk&pleasure in such a diversity: But as the examples 
of Kings are of great force, I would, by making my own 
as faultless as I could, let my people see the excellence of 
my persuasion, and my uniform pradtical adherence to it; 
instead o^iscouraging erroneous ones by unjustifiable 
severity/lReligious zeal is generally a fiery thing: I would 
as soon quarrel with a man for his Face, as for his Reli¬ 
gion. A good man, if not over-heated by zeal, will he a 
good man, whatever be his faith; and should always be 
intitled to our eSleem, as he is to our good offices, as a 
■ffellow-creature. 

The Methodius, Sir Charles; What think you of the 
Methodius! Say you love ’em; and, and, and, adds-dines, 
you shall not be my nephew. ‘ 

You now, my dear Mr. Selby, make me afraid of you. 
You throw out a menace, the only one you could perhaps 
think of, that would make me temporize. 

You need not, you need not, be afraid. Sir Charles, 
said my uncle, laughing! What sayjyo«, Harriet? Needhti 
Hay? looking in my downcaSl face. Why speak you not, 
lovely Love? Need Sir Charles, if he had disobliged me, to 
have been afraid? —Hay? 

Dear Sir! you have not of a long time been so— 

So, what, Harriet? So, what, deareft.?—^Iboking nie 
quite down. 

Fie, Mr. Selby! said my grandmamma. 

Sir Charles, stepping to me, very gallantly took my 
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hand—O Mr. Selby, you are not kind, said he: But allow 
me to make my advantage of your unkindness. My dear 
Miss Byron, let you and me withdraw; in compassion to 
Mr. Selby, let us withdraw: We will not hear him chid¬ 
den, as I see the Ladies think he ought to be. 

And he hurried me off. The surprize made me appear 
more reludlant than I was in my heart. 

Every one was pleased with his air and manner; and 
by this means he relieved himself from subjefts with 
which he seemed not delighted, and obtained an oppor¬ 
tunity to get me to himself. 

Here had he ftopt, he would have been welcome: But 
hurrying me into the Cedar-parlour; I am jealous, my 
Love, said he; putting his arm round me: You seemed 
loth to retire with me. Forgive me: But thus I punish 
you, whenever you give me cause: And, dear Lady G. he 
downright kissed me—My lip; and not my cheek—^and 
in so fervent a way—I tell you every-thing, my Charlotte 
—I could have been angry—had I known hoiio, from sur¬ 
prize. Before 4 could recoiled myself, he withdrew his 
arm; and, resuming his usual respeftful air, it would 
have made me look affected, had I then taken notice of it. 
But I don’t remember any inftance of the like freedom 
used to Lady Clementina. 

My lovely Love, said he, to express myself in your 
uncle’s ^lile, which is that of my heart, tell me. Can you 
have pity for a poor man, when he is miserable, who, on a 
certain occasion, shewed joa none? See what a Letter Sir 
Hargrave Pollexfen has written to Dr. Bartlett; who asks 
my advice about attending him. 

I obtained leave to comAunicate it to you, my dear 
Lady L. and Lady G. Be pleased to return it to me. I pre¬ 
sume you will read it here. 
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Dear Dr. Bardett, 

C AN your company be dispensed with by the beft of 
men, for one, two, three days?—I have not had a 
happy hour since I saw you and Sir Charles Grandison at 
my house on the Forest. All is gloom and horror in my 
mind: My despondency is, mu^ be, of the blacked kind. 
It is blacker than remorse: It is all repining; but no re¬ 
pentance: I cannot, cannot, repent. Lord God of Heaven 
and Earth, what a wretch am I! with such a fortune; such 
elates! I am rich as Croesus, yet more miserable than the 
wretch that begs his bread from door to door; and who 
oftener meets repulses, than relief.What a glorious choice 
has your patron made! Youth unbroken; conscience his 
friend; he cannot know an enemy. O that I had lived the 
life of your patron! I cannot see a creature who does not 
extol him. My wine-merchant’s name is Danby—Good 
God 1 What Tories does he tell of him! Lord Jesus! What 
a heart muft he have, that would permit him to do such 
things as Danby reports of him, of his own knowlege! 
While I—^As young a man as himself, for what I know— 
With powers to do good, as great, perhaps greater than 
his own.—Lord! Lord! Lord! what a hand have I made 
of it, for the laft three or four years of my life! who might 
have reached Threescore-and-ten with comfort! whereas 
now, at Twenty-eight, I am on the very brink of the 
grave. It appears to me as ready dug: It yawns for me: I 
am neither fit to die, nor to live. My days are dreadful: 
My nights are worse: My bed is a bed of nettles, and not 
of down. Not one comfortable thought, not-one good 
action, to revolve, in which I had not some vile gratifica¬ 
tion to promote!—^Wretched man! It is come home to 
me with a vengeance. 
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You prayed by me: You prayed for me. I have not 
been so happy since—Come, and make me easy—happy 
I can never be, in this world—For pity, for charity sake, 
come and teach me how to bear life, or how to prepare for 
its cessation. And if Sir Charles Grandison would make 
me one more visit, would personally join in prayer with 
you and me, a glimpse of comfort would once more dart 
in upon my mind. 

Try your interest with him, my dear Sir, in my behalf; 
and come together. Where is he.'*—The great God of 
Heaven and Earth prosper to him all his wishes, be he 
where he will, and be they what they will. Every-body 
will find their account in his prosperity. But I!—^what 
use have I made of the prosperity given me?—Merceda 
gone to his account: Bagenhall undone: Jordan shun¬ 
ning me! Narrow-soul’d Jordan! He is reformed; but, 
not able to divide the man from the crime^ he thinks he 
cannot be in earned, but by hating both. God help me! I 
cannot, now, if I would, give him a bad example! He 
need not be afraid of my daggering him in his good pur¬ 
poses. 

One favour, for God’s sake, procure for me—It is, that 
the man whose life once I sought, and thought myself 
ju^ified by the provocation; who afterwards saved mine, 
for a time saved it, reserved as I was for pains, for suffer¬ 
ings, in mind and body, worse than death—^That this 
man will be the Executor of my la^l Will. I have not a 
friend left. My relations are hungering and watching for 
my death, as birds of prey over a field of battle. My next 
heirs are my wor^ enemies, and mo^l hated by me. Dear 
Sir Charles Grandison, my deliverer, my preserver, from 
those bloody Frenchmen, if you are the good man I think 
you, complete your kindness to him whom you have pre- 



1^0 History o/ [¥01.5. 

served; and say, you will be his Executor. I will (because 
I muH) do ju^lice to the pretensions of those who will re¬ 
joice over my remains; and I will leave you a discretion¬ 
ary power, in articles wherein you may think I have 
shewn hatred. For ju^ice sake, then, be my Executor. 
And do you, good Bartlett, put me in the way of repent¬ 
ance ; and I shall then be happy. Draw me up, dear Sir, a 
Prayer, that shall include Confession. You cannot sup¬ 
pose me too bad a man, in a Chri^ian sense. Thank God, 
I am a Chriftian in belief, tho’ I have been a Devil in 
praftice. You are a heavenly-minded man; give me words 
which may go to my heart; and tell me what I shall say to 
my God. 

Tell Sir Charles Grandison, that he owes to me the 
service I reque^ of him. For if he had not interposed so 
hellishly as he did, on Hounslow-heath, I had been the 
husband of Miss Byron in two hours; and she would have 
thought it her duty to reform me: And, by the great God 
of Heaven, I swear, it was my intention to be reformed, 
and to make her, if I could have had but her Civility^ tho’ 
not her Love, the be^ of husbands. Lord God of Heaven 
and Earth! what a happy man had I then been!—Then 
had I never undertaken that damned expedition to Franee, 
which I have rued ever since. Let your patron know how 
much I owe to him my unhappiness, and he will not, in 
justice, deny any reasonable, any honest request, that I 
shall make him. 

Lord help mel What a long Letter is here! My Soul 
complains on paper: I do nothing but complain. It will 
be a relief, if your patron and you will visit, will pray for, 
will pity, * 

The moSl miserable of men, 

HARGRAVE POLLEXFEN. 
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Your brother’s eye followed mine, as I read. I fre- 
quently wept. In a soothing, tender, and respeftful man¬ 
ner, he put his arm round me, and, taking my own hand¬ 
kerchief, unresifted, wiped away the tears as they fell on 
my cheek. These were jhis soothing words, as my bosom 
heaved at the dreadful description of the poor man’s 
misery and despair: Sweet humanity!—Charming sen¬ 
sibility!—Check not the kindly gush!—Dew-drops of 
Heaven! wiping away my tears, and kissing the handker¬ 
chief—^Dew-drops of Heaven, from a mind like that 
Heaven, mild and gracious!—Poor Sir Hargrave!—I , 
will attend him. 

You will^ Sir! That is very good of you!—Poor man! 
What a hand, as he says, has he made of it! 

A hand, indeed! repeated Sir Charles, his own benign 
eyes gliftening. 

And will you be his Executor, Sir!—You will, I hope? 

I will do any-thing that my dear Miss Byron wishes 
me to do; any-thing that may comfort the poor man, if 
indeed he has rtot a person in whom he ought to confide, 
whether he is willing to do so, or not. My endeavour shall 
be, to reconcile him to his relations: Perhaps he hates 
them because they are likely to be his heirs: I have known 
men capable of such narrowness. 

When we came to the place where the unhappy man 
mentions my having been likely to be his, in two hours 
time, a chilness came over my heart; I shuddered. Ah, 
Sir! said I, how grateful ought I to be to my deliverer! 

Ever-amiable goodness! resumed he, How have I been, 
how am I, how shall I be, rewarded?—With tender awe 
he kissed my cheek—Forgivt me, Angel of a woman! A 
man can shew his Love but as a man. Your heart is the 
heart I wish it to be! Love, Humanity, Graciousness, 
Benevolence, Forgivingness, all the amiable qualities 
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which can adorn the Female mind, are, in perfeftion, 
yours! Be your Siiler-excellence happy! God grant it! 
and I shall be the happie^l man in the world. You, ma¬ 
dam, who can pity your oppressor when in misery, can 
allow of my grateful remembrance of that admirable wo¬ 
man. 

Your tender remembrance of Lady Clementina, Sir, 
will ever be grateful to me.—God Almighty make her 
happy!—^for your sake! for the sake of your dear Jero- 
njrmo; and for mine! 

There spoke Miss Byron, and Clementina, both in 
one! Surely you two are informed by one mind! What is 
diftance of countries! What obftacles can there be, to 
dissever Souls so paired! 

A But, Sir!— MuSl Clementina be compelled to marry.^ 
^uSl the woman who has loved Sir Charles Grandison; 
who ilill avows her Love, and only prefers her God to 
nim; be obliged to give her hand to another man? 

Would to Heaven that her friends, tender, indulgent, 
as they have always been to her, would nOt drive too fa^l! 
But how can I, of all men, remonstrate to them in this 
case, when they think nothing is wanting to obtain her 
compliance, but the knowlege that she never can be mine? 

O Sir!—^you shall Still call her yours, if the dear Lady 
changes her resolution, and wishes to be so— Ought you 
not? 

And could Miss Byron— 

She could, she would, interrupted I—^Yet dear, very 
dear, I am not ashamed to own it, would now the resign¬ 
ation coSl me! 

Exalted loveliness! " 

I never, but by such a trial, can be as great as Clemen¬ 
tina!—^Then could I, as she does, take comfort in the 
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brevity of human life. Never, never, would / be the wife 
of any other man. And shall the nobler Clementina be 
compelled? 

Good God! lifting up his hands and eyes, With what 
noble minds ha^ thou diftinguished these two women! 
—Is it for this, madam, that you wish to wait for the next 
Letters from Italy? I have owned before, that I presumed 
not to declare myself to you till I was sure of Clementina’s 
adherence to a resolution so nobly taken. We will, how¬ 
ever, expedl the next Letters. My situation has not been 
happy. Nothing but the consciousness of my own integ¬ 
rity (excuse, madam, the seeming boa^l) and a firm truft 
in Providence, could, at certain times, have supported 
me. 

My mind, my Charlotte, seemed too high wrought. 
§eeing me much di^urbed, he resumed the subjeft of Sir 
Hargrave’s Letter, as a somewhat less-affeding one. You 
see, my deareft Miss Byron, said he, a kind of necessity 
for my hastening up. Another melancholy occasion offers: 
Poor Sir Harry Beauchamp desires to see me, before he 
dies.—What a chequered life is this!—I received Sir 
Hargrave’s Letter to Dr. Bartlett, and this intimation 
from my Beauchamp, by a particular dispatch, ju^l 
before I caflhe hither. I grudge the time I rnu^I lose to¬ 
morrow: But we muft make some sacrifices to good 
neighbourhood and civility. Poor Greville had a view, by 
inviting all his neighbours and me, to let himself down 
with a grace, in a certain case. He made a merit of his 
resignation to me, before all the company; every one of 
which admired my dear Miss Byron. Well received as I 
was, by every gentleman theft present, I could not avoid 
inviting them, in my turn; but I will endeavour to re¬ 
cover the time. Have I your approbation, madam, for 
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setting out on Saturday morning, early?—I am afraid I 
muft borrow of the Sunday some hours, on my journey. 
But visiting the sick is an aft of mercy. 

You will be so engaged to-morrow. Sir, said I, with 
your numerous guefts (and my uncle and cousin James 
will add to the number) that I suppose we shall hardly 
see you before you set out (early, as you say that will be) 
on Saturday morning. 

He said. He had given orders already (and, for fear of 
miftakes, should enforce them to-night) for the enter¬ 
tainment of his guefts; and he would do himself the 
pleasure of breakfafting with us in the morning—Dear 
Lady Clementina, forgive me!—I shall not, I am afraid, 
know how to part with him, tho' but for a few weeks.— 
How could you let him depart from you ; you knew not 
but it would be for ever.?—But you are a wonder of a wo¬ 
man !—I am, at leaft at this present writing, a poor crea¬ 
ture, compared to you! 

I asked his leave to shew my grandmamma and aunt, 
and my Lucy, as well as his two sifters. Sir Hargrave’s 
Letter. He wished that they only should see it. 

The perusal coft the three dear friends juft named 
some tears. My grandmamma, Lucy tells me (for I was 
writing to you when they read it) made somt-Sne obser¬ 
vations upon the different situations in which the two 
gentlemen find themselves at this time. I myself could 
not but recolleft the gay, fluttering figure that the poor 
Sir Hargrave made at Lady Betty Williams’s, perpetu¬ 
ally laughing; and compare it with the dark scene he 
draws in the Letter before me; all brought about in so 
short a space! < 

There are, I am told, worse men than this: Were those 
who are but as bad., to be apprised of the circumftances of 
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Sir Hargrave’s story, as fully as we know them, would 
they not refled:, and tremble at his fate, even tho’ that of 
Merceda (whose exit, I am told, was all horror and de¬ 
spair) and of the unhappy Bagenhall, were not taken into 
the shocking account? 

This lad wretch, it seems, his spirits and conditution 
both broken, is gone, nobody knows whither, having 
narrowly escaped in person, from an execution that was 
out againd him, body and goods; the latter all seized 
upon; his wife, and an unhealthy child (and she big with 
another) turned out of doors; a mortgagee in possession 
of his edate: The poor woman wishing but for means to 
transport herself and child to her mean friends at Abbe¬ 
ville; a colledion set on foot in her neighbourhood, for 
that purpose, failing; for the poor man was neither be¬ 
loved, nor pitied. 

These particulars your brother’s trudy Richard Saun¬ 
ders told my Sally; and, in confidence, that your brother, 
a little before he came down, being acquainted with her 
deditute condition, sent her, by him, twenty guineas. 
Saunders said, he never saw a deeper scene of didress. 

The poor woman, on her knees, received the bounty; 
blessed the donor; owned herself reduced to the lad shil¬ 
ling; and tl»t she thought of applying to the parish for 
assidance to carry her over. 

Sir Charles daid not to supper. My grandmamma, 
being desirous to take leave of her favourite in the morn¬ 
ing, has been prevailed upon to repose here to-night. 

I mud tell you, my Charlotte, all my fears, my feelings, 
my follies: You are »ow, you know, my Lucy. Something 
arises in my heart, that makas me uneasy: I cannot ac¬ 
count to myself for this great and sudden change of be¬ 
haviour in Greville. His extraordinary civilities, even to 
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fondness, to your brother! Are they consilient with his 
blustering charadler, and conSlant threatnings of any 
man who was likely to succeed with me? A turn of beha¬ 
viour so sudden 1 Sir Charles and he in a manner Stran¬ 
gers, but by character—^And did he not so far prosecute 
his menaces, as to try, wicked wretch! what bluSter and a 
drawn sword would do, and smart for it? MuSt not that 
disgrace incense him?—My uncle says, he cannot be a 
true spirit; witness his compromise with Fenwick, after a 
rencounter, which, being reported to be on my account, 
had like to have killed me at the time. And if not a true 
spirit, may he not be treacherous? God preserve your 
Brother from all secret as well as open attacks! And do 
you, my dear Ladies, forgive the tender folly of 

Tour 

HARRIET BYRON. 


^ LETTER XXXV.' 
Miss Byron. In Continuation. 


*c 

Friday Morn. Fight o'Clock., Oiiober 2 7. 

T he apprehensions with which I was so weak as to 
trouble you, in the conclusion of my la^l, laid so fa^l 
hold of my mind, that, going immediately from my pen 
to my re^, I had it broken and di^urbed by dreadful, 
shocking, wandering dreams. The terror they gave me, 
several times awakened me<; but ftill, as I closed my eyes, 
I fell into them again. Whence, my dear, proceed these 
ideal vagaries, which, for the time, realize pain or plea- 




Let. 35.] Sir Charles Grandison 257 

sure to us, according to their hue or complexion, or rather 
according to our own? 

But such contradi^loryv^^iXTiQ^ never did I know in my 
slumbers. Incoherencies of incoherence!—For example 
—I was married to the be^ of men: I was not married: I 
was rejected with scorn, as a presumptuous creature. I 
sought to hide myself in holes and corners. I was dragged 
out of a subterraneous cavern, which the sea had made 
when it once broke bounds, and seemed the dwelling of 
howling and conflifting winds; and when I expected to 
be punished for my audaciousness, and for repining at 
my lot, I was turned into an Angel of light, ftars of dia¬ 
monds, like a glory, encompassing my head: A dear little 
baby was put into my arms. Once it was Lucy’s; another 
time it was Emily’s; and at another time Lady Clemen¬ 
tina’s!—I was fond of it, beyond expression. 

I again dreamed I was married: Sir Charles again was 
the man. He did not love me. My grandmamma and 
aunt, on their knees, and with tears, besought him to love 
their child; and pleaded to him my Love of him of long 
landing, begun in gratitude, and that he was the only 
man I ever loved. O how I wept in my dream! My face 
and bosom were wet with my real tears. 

My sob^and my distress and theirs^ awakened me; 
but I dropt asleep, and fell into the very same resverie. 
He upbraided me with being the cause that he had not 
Lady Clementina. He said, and so fternly! I am sure he 
cannot look so fternly, that he thought me a much better 
creature than I proved to be: Yet methought, in my own 
heart, I was not altered. I fell down at his feet. I called it 
my misfortune, that he couldf not love me: I would not 
say it was his fault. It might, perhaps, be his misfortune 
too 1 —^And then I said, Love and Hatred are not always 


s 
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in one’s power. If you cannot love the poor creature who 
kneels before you, that shall be a cause sufficient with me 
for a divorce: I desire not to fallen myself on the man 
who cannot love me. Let me be divorced from you, Sir— 
You shall be at liberty to assign any cause for the separa¬ 
tion, but crime. I will bind myself never, never to marry 
again; but you shall be free—And God bless you, and 
her you can love better than your poor Harriet—Fool, I 
weep as I write!—What a weak creature I am, since I 
have not been well I 

In another part of my resverie he loved me dearly; but 
when he nearly approached me, or I him, he always be¬ 
came a gho^, and flitted from me. Scenes once changed 
from England to Italy, from Italy to England: Italy, I 
thought, was a dreary wild, covered with snow, and 
pinched with fro^: England, on the contrary, was a 
country glorious to the eye; gilded with a sun not too 
fervid; the air perfumed with odours, wafted by the mo^l 
balmy zephyrs from orange-trees, citrons, myrtles, and 
jasmines. In Italy, at one time, Jeronymo^s wounds were 
healed; at another, they were breaking out afresh. Mr. 
Lowther was obliged to fly the country: Why, did not 
appear. There was a fourth brother, I thought; and, he 
taking part with the cruel Laurana, was Imled by the 
General. Father Marescotti was at one time a martyr for 
his Religion; at another, a Cardinal; and talked of for 
Pope. 

But ilill, what was more shocking, and which so terri¬ 
fied me that I awoke in a horror, which put an end to all 
my resveries; for I slept no more that night:—6ir Charles 
I thought, was assassinated by Greville. Greville fled his 
country for it, and became a vagabond, a Cain, the Ac¬ 
cursed, I thought, of God and Man—I, your poor Har- 
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riet, a widow; left in the moft calamitous circumftance 
that a woman can be in.—Good Heaven!—But, avaunt, 
recolleftion!—Painful, mo^ painful, recollection of ideas 
so terrible! none of your intrusions— 

No more of those horrid, horrid incongruities, will I 
trouble you with! How have they run away with me! I 
am hardly now recovered from the tremblings into which 
they threw me! 

What, my dear, is the reason, that tho’ we know these 
dreams, these flying shadows of the night, to be no more 
than dreams^ illusions of the working mind, fettered and 
debased as it is by the organs through which it conveys 
its confined powers to the grosser matter, body, then 
sleeping, inaClive, as in the shades of death; yet that we 
cannot help being ftrongly impressed by them, and medi¬ 
tating interpretation of the flying vapours, when reason 
is broad awake, and tells us, that it is a weakness to be 
difturbed at them?—But super^ition is more or less in 
every mind, I believe, a natural defeCf. Happily poised is 
that mind, which, on the one hand, is too strong to be 
affeCled by the slavish fears it brings with it; and, on the 
other, runs not into the contrary extreme. Scepticism, 
parent of infidelity! 

You catfRot imagine, my dear, the pleasure I had, the 
more for my various dream, when your brother, so ami¬ 
ably serene; Love, Condescension, AflFability, shining in 
his manly countenance; alighted, as I saw him through 
my window, at the same time I had the call to breakfa^— 
Dear Sir 1 1 could have said, Have not you been di^urbed 
by cruel, perplexing, contradictory visions? Souls may be 
near, when Bodies are diClarft. But are we not one Soul.^ 
Could yours be unaffeCled, when mine was so diClurbcd? 
—But, thank God, you are cornel Come safe^ unhurt, 

S 2 
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pleased with me! My fond arms, were the ceremony 
passed, should welcome you to your Harriet. I would tell 
you all my di^urbances from the absurd illusions of the 
paft night, and my mind should gather ftrength from the 
confession of its weakness. 

He talked of setting out early to-morrow morning. His 
fir^t visit, he said, should be to Sir Harry Beauchamp; his 
next to Sir Hargrave Pollexfen. Poor Sir Harry I he said, 
and sighed for him. 

Tender-hearted man 1 as Clementina often called your 
brother: He pitied Lady Beauchamp. His poor Beau¬ 
champ!—The loss of a father, he said, where a great 
estate was to descend to the son, was the teil of a noble 
heart. He could answer for the sincerity of his Beau¬ 
champ’s grief, on this trying occasion. Of what joy, said 
he [sitting between two of the be^l of women, equally 
fond of him, speaking low] was I, was my father, deprived! 
He had allowed me to think of returning to the arms of 
his paternal love. I make no doubt, but on looking into 
his affairs (his son, perhaps, his ^leward)*he would have 
done for his daughters, what I have done for my sillers. 
We should both of us have had a new life to begin, and 
pursue: A happy one, from my duty and his indulgence, 
it muil have been. I had planned it out.—WitK all humil¬ 
ity I would, by degrees, have laid it before him, firft one 
part, then another, as his condescension would have 
countenanced me. 

Vile, vile resveries!—Muff not this young man be the 
peculiar care of Heaven.? How could my difturbed imag¬ 
ination terrify me but in a dream, that the machinations 
of the darkeft mind, as his ihuft be [Greville is not so bad 
a man] who could meditate violence against virtue so 
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sacredly guarded, could be permitted to prevail again^ 
his life! 

My grandmamma once, with tears in her eyes, as he 
talked of taking leave, laid her hand upon his, and in- 
ftantly withdrew it, as if she thought it too free. He took 
her hand, and, with both his, lifted it to his lips—^Vener¬ 
able goodness! he called her: She looked so proud, and so 
comforted!—Every one so pleased!—It is a charming 
thing to see blooming youth fond of declining age! 

They dropt away one by one, and I found myself left 
alone with him. Sweetly tender was his address to me.— 
Howshall I part with my Harriet.'*—said he. Myeyeswere 
ready to overflow—^By a twinkling motion, I thought to 
disperse over the whole eye the self-felt too ready tear: 
My upper-lip I felt had the motion in it, throbbing, like 
the pulsation which we call the life-blood—I was afraid 
to speak, for fear of burning into a fit of tenderness—Yet 
was conscious that my very silence was more expressive 
of tenderness than speech could have been. With what 
delight did his ^ager eye (as mine, now-and-then glanc¬ 
ing upward, discovered) meditate my downca^ face, and 
silent concern! Yet such was his delicacy, that he took 
not that notice of it, in words, which indeed would have 
added to na^confusion: It was enough for him, that he 
saw it. As he was contented silently to enjoy the apparent 
affeftation, I am not sorry he did see it. He merited even 
open and unreserved assurances of my Love. But I the 
sooner recovered my spirits, for his delicate non-observ¬ 
ance. I could not, circumftanced as we were, say I wished 
for his speedy return; yet, my dear, my purest wishes 
were, that he would not be long absent. My grand mam¬ 
ma pleases herself with having the dear man for her in- 
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mate, on his return: There is therefore no need, for the 
sake of the world’s speech, to abridge my month; yet 
oa’i’Ar we to be shy of giving consequence to a man who 
through delicacy is afraid to let us see that he assumes 
consequence from our speechless tenderness for him?— 
He reltored me to speech, by a change of subjeft— 

Two melancholy offices shall I have to perform, said 
he, before I have the honour of seeing again my deare^ 
Miss Byron: What mu^ be the heart that melts not at 
another’s woe!—^As to Sir Hargrave, I don’t apprehend 
that he is near his end, as is the case of poor Sir Harry. Sir 
Hargrave labours under bodily pains, from the attack 
made upon him in France, and with a conftitution ruined 
perhaps by riot: And, having nothing of consolation to 
give himself from reflexions on his pa^ life (as we see by 
his Letter) his fears are too ftrong for his hopes. But shall 
I tell him, if I find it will give him comfort, that you wish 
his recovery, and are sorry for his indisposition? Small 
crevices let in light sometimes upon a benighted imagin¬ 
ation. He mu^f consider his attempt up9n your free-will 
[It was not meant upon your honour] as one of the enor¬ 
mities of his pa^l life. 

I was overpowered with this in^ance of his generous 
goodness. Teach me. Sir, to be good, to beig^enerous, to 
be forgiving—^like you!—^Bid me do what you think pro¬ 
per for me to do—Say to the poor man, whose insults 
upon you in his challenge were then my terror [O how 
much my terror!] in my name, say all that you think will 
tend to give him consolation. 

Sweet excellence! Did I ever hope to meejt in woman 
with such an enlargement of heart!—Clementina only, 
of all the women I ever knew, can be set in comparison 
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with you: And had she been granted to me, the union of 
minds between us, from difference of Religion, could not 
have been so perfeft, as yours and mine muft be. 

Greatly gratified as I was by the compliment, I was 
sorry, methought, that it was made me at the expence of 
my Sex. His words, “Did I ever hope to meet in woman 
with such an enlargement of heart!” piqued me a little. 
Are not women as capable as men, thought I, of enlarged 
sentiments? 

The leave he took of me was extremely tender. I en¬ 
deavoured to check my sensibility. He departed with the 
blessings of the whole family, as well as mine. I was 
forced to go up to my closet: I came not down till near 
dinner-time; I could not; and yet my uncle accompanied 
my cousin James to Northampton: So that I had no ap¬ 
prehensions of his raillery. One wants trials sometimes, I 
believe, to make one support one’s self with some degree 
of outward fortitude, at lea^l. Had my uncle been at home, 
I should not have dared to have given so much way to my 
concern; But sqothing and indulgence, sometimes, I be¬ 
lieve, add to our imbecillity of mind, inftead of ftrength- 
ening our reason. 

My unijl© made it near eleven at night before he re¬ 
turned, with my cousin James. Not one of the company, 
at his quitting it, seemed inclinable to move. He praised 
the elegance of the entertainment, and the ease and chear- 
fiilness, even to vivacity, of Sir Charles. How could he be 
so lively l-^j How many wavs have men to divert t hem- 
selves, when_.any-thing arduous attacks them]—While 
we “poor women!—^But ypijr town-diversions—Your 
Ranekgh»,"¥aux-halls—^bid fair to h 3 p such of us as can 
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i iarry ourselves out of our ourselves!—Yet dearly are we 
ikely fS'pay fcr TlTfflSenetif; slric^e thereby render our 
>ex cheap in the eyes of men, harden our fronts, and are 
n danger of losing that mode^, at leaft of outward\it- 
laviour, which is the charafterillic of women! 


Saturday Morning, 

He is gone: Gone indeed! Went early this morning. 
Every mouth was la^t night, it seems, full of his praises: 
The men admire him as much as the women. I am glad of 
it, methinks; since that is an indirect confession, that 
there are few among them like him. Not so much superi¬ 
ority over our Sex therefore, in the other, in general, with 
their enlarged hearts. Have not we a Clementina, a Mrs. 
Shirley, and a long ^c ?—I praise you not, my dear Lady 
L. and Lady G. to your faces; so I leave the i^c. untrans¬ 
lated. 

We do so look upon one another here I So unsatisfied 
with ourselves! We are not half so good company as we 
were bejore Sir Charles came among us. Ifo'w can that be.? 
But my grandmamma has left us too!—that’s one thing. 
She is retired to Shirley-manor, to mortify, after so rich a 
regale: Those were her words. 

I hope your brother will write to us. Shouldd not have 
asked him.? To be sure he will; except his next Letters 
from Italy should be—But, no doubt, he will write to us. 
Mr. Greville vows to my uncle, he will not come near me. 
He can less and less, he says, bear to think of my marry¬ 
ing ; tho’ he does what he can to comfort himself with 
renefting on the extraordinary merit of the man, whb 
alone, he says, can deserve me. He wishes the day were 
over; and the D—^I’s in him, he adds, if the irrevocable¬ 
ness of the event don’t cure him. Mr. Fenwick had yeiler- 
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day his final answer from Lucy; and he is to set out on 
Monday for Carlisle. He declares, that he will not return 
without a wife: So, thank Heaven, his heart is whole, 
notwithstanding his double disappointment. 

But my heart is set on hearing how the excellent Clem¬ 
entina takes the news of your brother’s adlual address, 
and probability of succeeding. I should not think it at all 
surprising, if, urged as she is, to marry a man indifferent 
to her (the Lord of her Heart unmarried) she should re¬ 
tract—O my Charlotte!—What a variety of Strange, 
Strange, What shall I call them? would result from such a 
retraftation, and renewal of claim! I never thought my¬ 
self superstitious; but the happiness before me is so much 
beyond my merit, that I can hardly flatter myself, at 
times, that it will take place. 

What think you, my dear, made me write so appre¬ 
hensively.^—My aunt had juSt shewn me a Letter she 
had written tp you—desiring you—to exercise for us 
your fancy, your judgment—I have no affectation on this 
subject—I long ago gave affeCtation to the winds—But 
so haSty!—So undoubting!—^Are there not many possi¬ 
bilities, a«d some probabilities, againSt us.^—Something 
presumptuous—^Lord bless me, my dear! should any¬ 
thing happen—^Jewels bought, and already presented— 
Apparel—How would all these preparations aggravate 1 
My aunt says, he shall be obliged: Lucy, Nancy, the 
Miss Holies’s, join with her. They long to be exercising 
their fancies upon the patterns which they suppose your 
Ladyship and Lady L. will send down. My uncle hurries 
my aunt. So as something is going forward, he says, he 
shall be easy. There is no residing so strong a tide: So let 
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them take their course. They are all in ha^le, my dear, to 
be considered as relations of your family; and to regard 
all yours as kindred of ours. Happy, happy, the band, 
that shall tie both families together! 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XXXVI. 

Sir CharlesGrandison, To Miss Bryon. 

London, Monday Night, Oct. 30. 

Y our humanity, my dear and ever-dear Miss Byron, 
was so much engaged by the melancholy Letter of 
Sir Hargrave to Dr. Bartlett, which I communicated to 
you; and by the digress of my Beauchamp, on the desper¬ 
ate ftate of his father’s health; that I know you will be 
pleased to hear that I have been enabled to give some 
consolation to both. , 

Sir Harry, who is in town, wanted to open his mind to 
me with regard to some affairs which made him extreme¬ 
ly uneasy; and which, he said, he could not reveal to any¬ 
body else. He shewed some reluctance to antru^l: the 
secrets to my bosom. There shall they ever re^. He has 
found himself easier since. He rejoiced to me on the good 
underftanding subsiding, and likely to subsist, between 
his Lady and Son. He desired me to excuse him for join¬ 
ing me with them, without asking my leave, in the trulls 
created by his will: And on this occasion, sending for his* 
Lady, he put her hand into mine, and recommended her, 
and her interests, as those of the moft obliging of wives, 
to my care. 

I found Sir Hargrave at his house in Cavendish- 
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Square, He is excessively low-spirited. Dr. Bartlett visit¬ 
ed him at Windsor, several times. The Doftor prevailed 
on him to retain a worthy clergyman, as his chaplain. 

The poor man asked after you, madam. He had heard, 
he said, that I was soon likely to be the happieft of men: 
Was it so.^ He wept at my answer; lamented the wretched 
hand, as he called it, that he had made of it, blessed as he 
was with such prosperous circum^ances, in the prime of 
youth; and wished he had his days to come over again, 
and his company to choose. Unhappy man! He was will¬ 
ing to remove from himself load which lay upon him. 
No doubt but this was the recourse of his companions, 
likewise, in extremity. He blessed my dearest Miss By¬ 
ron, when I told him she pitied him. He called himself 
harsh, and even shocking names, for having been capable 
of offending so much goodness. 

What subjects are these, to entertain my Angel with! 
—But tho’ we should not seek^ yet we ought not perhaps 
to shun them, when they naturally fall within the circle of 
our acquaintajice. 

But another subject calls for the attention of my dear¬ 
er, lovelie^ of women: A subjeft that will lay a ^ill 
Wronger claim to it than either of the solemn ones I have 
touched»pon. I inclose the Letter which contains it. You 
will be so good as to read it in English to such of your 
friends as read not Italian. 

This Letter^was left to Mrs. Beaumont to dispatch to 
me; whence its unwished-for delay: For she detained it, 
to send with an equally-obliging one of her own. The 
contents of this welcome Letter, my dearest Miss Byron, 
will render it unnecessary to wait for an answer to my laSl 
to Signor Jeronymo; in which I acquaint him with my 
aftual address, and the hopes I presume to flatter myself 
with. I humbly hope you will think so. 
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I am not afraid that one of the moft generous of women 
will be affefted with the passage in which Signor Jero- 
nymo expresses his pity for her, because of the affedtion, 
he says, I muft ever retain for his noble Sifter (a). He says 
right. And it is my happiness, that you, the sifter-excel¬ 
lence of the admirable Clementina, will allow me to glory 
in my gratitude to her. You will ftill more readily allow 
me so to do, when you have perused this Letter. Shall not 
the man who hopes to be qualified for the Supreme Love, 
of which the pureft Earthly is but a type, and who aims at 
an universal benevolence, be able to admire, in the mind 
of Clementina, the same great qualities which shine out 
with such luftre in that of Miss Byron.? 

With what pride do I look forward to the visit that 
several of this noble family intend to make us, because of 
the unquestionable assurance that they will rejoice in my 
happiness, and admire the Angel who is allowed to take 
place, in my affeftions, of the Angel who would not have 
scrupled to accept of my vows, had it not been, as she ex¬ 
presses herself, for the intervention ofinvin<^ble obEacles! 

Mrs. Beaumont, in her Letter, gives me the particu¬ 
lars of the conversation between her and Clementina, 
almoft in the same words with those of Jeronymo, in the 
Letter inclosed. She makes no doubt that LadjaClemen- 
tina will, in time, yield to the entreaties of her friends in 
favour of a man againft whom, if she can be prevailed 
upon to forego her wishes to assume the veil, she can have 
no one objeftion. You will see, madam, by the inclosed, 
what they hope for in Italy from us; what Clementina, 
what Jeronymo, what a whole excellent family, hope for. 
You know how ardently my emn family wish you to accel¬ 
erate the happy day: Yours refer themselves wholly to 
you—^Pardon me, my deareft Miss Byron, I will tell you 

(<?)Seep. 278. 
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what are my hopes—They are, that, when I am allowed 
to return to Northamptonshire, the happy day shall not 
be postponed three. 

And now, lovelie^ and dearest of women! allow me to 
expeft the honour of a line, to let me know how much of 
the tedious month, from la^l Thursday, you will be so 
good as to abate. Permit me to say, that I can have no¬ 
thing that need to detain me from the beloved of my 
heart, after Friday next. 

If, madam, you insist upon the whole month, I beg to 
know, out of what part of our nuptial life, the Last, or the 
First, happy, as I hope it will be, you would be willing to 
deduft the week, the fortnight, that will be carried into 
the blank space of courtship, by the delay.^ I hope, my 
dear Miss Byron, that I shall be able to ttWyoUy years and 
years after we are One, that there is not an hour of those 
pa^l, or of those to come, that I would abate, or wish to 
throw into that blank. Permit me so to call it. The days of 
courtship cannot be our happiest. Who celebrates the 
day of their fir^ acquaintance, the time of probation, tho’ 
it may be remembred with pleasure?—Do not the happy 
pair date their happiness from the day of marriage? How 
justly then, when hearts are assured^ when minds cannot 
alter^ are tflose which precede it, to be deemed a blank! 

After all, your chearful compliance with my wishes, is 
the great desireable. Whatever shall be your pleasure, 
muSt determine" me. My utmo^ gratitude will be en¬ 
gaged by the condescension, whenever you shall diftin- 
guish the day of the year (diftinguished as it will be to the 
end of my life) that shall give me the greater blessing of 
it, and confirm me 

Forever TourSy 

CHARLES GRANDISON. 
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LETTER XXXVII. 

Jeronymo della Porretta, To Sir 
Charles GranD iSON. 

[Inclosed in the preceding,'] 

Bologna,, 0 £l. 18. N. S. 

I GAVE you, my dear Grandison, in mine of the 5th, 
the copy of a paper written by my si^er, which filled us 
with hopes of her compliance with the wishes of all her 
family. She took time for deliberation; Time was given 
her; but ^lill she insi^ed on receiving your next Letters 
before she came to any resolution. Mrs. Beaumont her¬ 
self was of opinion, that the dear creature only meditated 
delay: That also was ours. What, invincibly determined 
as she is to adhere to the resolution she has so greatly 
taken, can she hope for, said we among ourselves, from 
the expedled Letters.? For she had declared herself to be 
so determined, to my brother Giacomo, who aftually 
assured her of all our consents to an alliance with you, if 
she repented of that resolution. 

All this time we offered not to introduce, nor even to 
name, to her, the Count of Belvedere. Awed 4 )y her for¬ 
mer calamity, and by an excursiveness of imagination, 
which at times shewed itself in her words and behaviour, 
we avoided saying or doing any-thing that was likely to 
di^urb her. Giacomo himself, tho’ he wanted to return to 
Naples, had patience with her pretty trifling, beyond our 
expedlation. At la^l arrived yours of the 29th-of Septem¬ 
ber, written in answer to ftiine of the 15th of the same 
month; kindly inclosing a copy of yours to her, of the 
same date. We que^ion not but your reply to mine of the 
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5th current, is on the road; nor that the contents will be 
such as we may hope for, from considerations of our hap¬ 
piness and your own: But these, we thought, without 
waiting for that, would answer the desired end. I will tell 
you what was said by every one, on the perusal of both. 

Is this the man, said the General, whom I sometimes 
so rudely treated.? I rejoice that we were reconciled before 
he left us. I had formed a notion to his disadvantage; that 
he was capable of art, and hoped to keep his hold in my 
siller’s affeflions, in view of some turn in his favour: But 
he is the mo^l single-hearted of men. These two Letters 
will strengthen our arguments. Clementina, who has 
more than once declared that she wishes him married to 
an English woman, cannot now, that she will see there is 
a woman with whom he thinks he can be happy, wish to 
Stand in his way. These will furnish us with means to 
attack her in her Strongest hold; in her generosity, her 
delicacy; and will bring to the teSt her veracity. The con¬ 
tents of these Letters will confirm her before half-taken 
resolution, as inpher paper, to oblige us. Let Laurana, as 
the Chevalier says, go into a nunnery: Clementina will 
marry, or she is a false girl; and the Sforza women will be 
disappointed. 

My mother applauded you, and rejoiced to hear that 
there is a woman of your own nation who is capable of 
making you more happy than her daughter could. 

What difficulties, said the young Marchioness (ever 
your friend) muSt a situation so critical have laid him 
under! A man so humane I And what further difficulties 
muSl he have to surmount, in offering to a woman, whom 
even Olivia, as he says, admires, a hand that has been 
refused by another.? May this admired woman be pro¬ 
pitious to his suit! 
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She muft, she mu^l, said the Bishop. If she has a heart 
disengaged, she cannot refuse a man so accomplished. 
Jeronymo, ha^en to be well. If she favour him, we will all 
go over, and congratulate them both. 

I, for my part, said I, would give up years of life to see 
my friend as happy in marriage as he deserves to be. 

We mu^ tell Clementina, said my father, as our Gia¬ 
como has hinted, that it will not become her generosity to 
iland in the way of the Chevalier’s happiness. 

We sent up your Letter to our siller, by Camilla. She 
was busy, Mrs. Beaumont sitting by her at work, in cor- 
refting the proportion which once you found fault with, 
in a figure in her piece of Noah’s Ark, and the rising 
Deluge. A Letter, madam, from the Chevalier—To me! 
said she; and overturned the table on which her materials 
lay, in ha^te to take it. 

When we thought she had had time to consider of the 
contents, we sent up to requeft the favour of speaking 
with Mrs. Beaumont. We owned to her, that we had a 
copy of your Letter to Clementina; and asked. What the 
dear creature said to the contents of it.? 

She read it, answered Mrs. Beaumont, in her own 
closet. I thought she was too long by herself. I went to 
her. She was in tears. O Mrs. Beaumont, *as soon as 
she saw me, holding out the Letter—See here!—^The 
Chevalier'll again^ mel Cruel, I could almo^ say, cruel 
Grandison 1 —He turns my own words upon me. I have 
furnished him with arguments against myself—What 
shall I do.?—I have for many days pa^l repented that ,I 
gave, under my hand, reason to my friends to expedi my 
compliance. I cannot, cainot, confirm the hopes I 
gave 1 What shall I do? 
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I took it, read it, continued Mrs. Beaumont, and told 
her, that the Chevalier’s arguments were unanswerable. 
I dwelt upon some of them; She wept, and was silent. 

We then, my dear Grandison, shewed Mrs. Beaumont 
your Letter to me. She read it—How, said she, has this 
excellent young man been embarrassed! I know, from 
some of my countrymen, the character of the Lady whom 
he mentions: She is an excellent woman!—May I take 
up this Letter, and read it to Lady Clementina? 

By all means, answered the General; and support, dear 
madam, the contents of both with your weight. It will be 
from perverseness now^ if she with^and us. Bid her re¬ 
member, that she has had once at her feet a kneeling 
father 1 Bid her remember the written hopes she has 
given us! 

Mrs. Beaumont went up with it. I will give you an 
account of what my sifter said as she read it. O Grandi¬ 
son, read it but cursorily: You will more and more ad¬ 
mire and love the Clementina, who, before her. malady, 
was always considered as one of the firit of women; and 
the glory of our house! 

She desired to have it in her own hands: Mrs. Beau¬ 
mont, to whose pen we owe the account, looked over her, 
and folloAi^d her eye, as she read. 

“And did he ft ill, said she, ajter he had got to England, 
hope for a change in my resolution?’’—Heaven knows— 
She ftopt; sighed; and read on. 

“He foresaw that my friends would press me to mar¬ 
ry!’’— I foresaw it too!— I have indeed been pressed; 
vehemently pressed 1 * 

“Rather than any other’’—^Ah, Chevalier!—^Why, 

t 
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why, were the obftacles Religion and Country! None less 
should have—She ^opt—Then, reading to herself, pro¬ 
ceeded: 

“It was not presumptuous to hope”—^No, Grandison; 
presumptuous it could not be. 

“It vizs justice to Clementina, to attend the event, and 
to wait for the promised Letter.” Kind, considerate Gran¬ 
dison !—^You were all patience, all goodness 1 —O that— 

There she ^opt. Then proceeding: 

“Fourth brother 1 Not intere^ed in the event.”—In¬ 
deed I did write so— 

“Give up all his hopes!”—^Dear Grandison! 

“It could not be expedted that he should give the argu¬ 
ment all its weight.”—He has given it too much force! 

“Duty to yield to the entreaties of all my friends.” Ah, 
Grandison! 

“Difficult situations!”—Difficult indeed! And here 
am I, who have, more than any other in the world, en¬ 
hanced his difficulties!—Unhappy Clementina!—Then 
reading on— 0 

Good God! Mrs. Beaumont! “There is an English 
Lady!”—Nay, then—Take it, take it, Mrs. Beaumont.? 
—I can read no further—Compassion only, I suppose, 
brought him over to me!—I cannot bear diat!—^Yet 
snatching it from her, and reading, 

“Beauty her lea^ perfedlion”—[Happy English 
Lady!] “Either in my eyes, or her own!”—Have I not 
wished him a woman? — ^“Had I never known Clem¬ 
entina ! ’ ’—How could I be so captious! 

“Loves her with a flame as pure as the heart of Clem¬ 
entina”—^Thankyou, Chdvalier! Indeed I have no im¬ 
purity in my Love—My God only have I preferred to 
you: And I bless God for enabling me to give so due a 
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preference!—“or, as her own heart can boa^l.”— 
such a wife did I wish him; and shall I not rejoice, if such 
a one will hold out her hand to make him happy.? 

She sighed often, as she read on; but spoke not, till she 
came to the words, “That she was to me, what I may truly 
call, a firft Love;” “A fir^ Love,” repeated she. He was 
indeed mine 1 Permit me to say, my dear friends, a firft 
and only one. 

“It became him, he says, in honour, in gratitude, tho* 
the difficulties in his way seemed insuperable, [And so 
they mu§l seem] to hold himself in suspense, and not offer 
to make his addresses to any other woman.”—Generous, 
noble Grandison!—He didlave me—Discouraged as he 
was; nay, insulted by some of us [Giacomo hears me not, 
looking round her]; He, the generous Grandison, did 
love me. She wiped her eyes. 

Recovering herself, and reading on—See here, Mrs. 
Beaumont—“He thought himself obliged, in honour to 
me, and to the persons themselves, to decline proposals 
of advantage. • Surely he mu^l think me an ungrateful 
creature. 

But (reading on) did he “balance in his mind between 
this Lady and me.?”—He did. But it was because of his 
uncertaiifty with me. 

She read on to herself—“Almo^ an equal'intere ^."— 
How is that.?—O, it is explained.—“But when his dear 
Clementina [Do I go too fa^ for your eye, Mrs. Beau¬ 
mont.?] “But when his dear Clementina” [Look, Mrs. 
Beaumont!] “began to shew signs of recovery,” [She 
sighed] “and seemed to confirm the hopes I had given 
him of my partiality for hftn,” [Mode^, good man!] 
“then did I content myself,” says he [Look, Mrs. Beau¬ 
mont] “with wishing another husband to the English 

t2 
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Lady, more worthy of her than my unhappy situation 
could have made me.”—Excellent English Lady! If it 
were in my power, I would make you amends for having 
shared a heart with you (so it seems) that ought, my cir¬ 
cumstances and your merit considered, to have been all 
your own 1 

“What a disappointment was my rejeftion of him?”— 
See, these are his words.—^And these too; that “he ad¬ 
mires me, however, for my motives. 

“Marriage, he says, is not in his power. For there is 
but one woman in the world, now I have refused him, 
that he can think worthy of succeeding me ."—What 
honour he does me I Thank God she is an English wo¬ 
man 1 O that I had any influence over her I Sweet Lady, 
amiable English woman, let not punctilio deprive you of 
such a man as this!—Shew her this Letter, my good 
Grandison! Let me transcribe from it, rather^ for your 
perusal, happy English Lady! certain passages in it, so 
delicate, so worthy of himself, and of you, 

‘ ‘Thousands of whom he is not worthy, V he says. How, 
how can he say so? 

“She has for an admirer every one who knows her.”— 
She shall have me for an admirer, Mrs. Beaumont, if she 
will accept of my fourth brother. She will accent of him, 
if she deserves the charafter he gives her: Let me tell you 
[Miss Byron, you call her, Mrs. Beaumont] that your 
heart (which God forbid) is narrower than that of Clem¬ 
entina, if you think it a diminution to your honour, that 
he has loved that Clementina. Why cannot she and I tje 
Siglers? My Love shall be but a Sisterly Love. She may 
depend upon the honour of the Chevalier Grandison. He 
will do his duty in every relation of life. What can be your 
doubts? 
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“Even Olivia, he says, admires you!”—^And will such 
a woman ^land upon punftilious observances, like wo¬ 
men of ordinary consequence, having to deal with com¬ 
mon men.'*—O that I knew this Lady! I would convince 
her, that he “can do justice to her greater, and to my 
lesser merits; and yet not appear to be divided by a 
double Love; altho’ he should own to all the world, as he 
says he will” [See, see, Mrs. Beaumont, these are his very 
words] “his affeftion for Clementina, and glory in it!” 

O Mrs. Beaumont, how my Soul, putting her hand to 
her forehead, then to her heart, loves his Soul 1 nor but for 
one obstacle, that would have shaken my Faith, and en¬ 
dangered my Salvation, had I got over it, should his Soul 
only have been the objedl of my Love. 

Let me be but single, my dear friends; indulge me in 
the wish that has been so long next my heart; and take 
not advantage of the hopes I have given you in writing; 
and I shall pass happily, I hope, through this short life; a 
life that deserves not the bustle which we make about it. 
Ask me not ekher to “set or follow the example you pro¬ 
pose to meI cannot, cannot, do either. Unkind Cheva¬ 
lier, why, why would you strengthen their hands, and 
weaken mine.^—Yet, if it became your juStice, what had I 
but juSlfte to expedt from a juSt man; who has so emin¬ 
ently performed all his own, and particularly his filial 
duties; which he here calls an article of Religion.^ 

When she came to the concluding part of this Letter, 
and your wishes for her perfedl recovery, health and wel¬ 
fare, and for the happiness of us all; May every blessing, 
said she, he wishes us, be his! Then folding up the Letter, 
and putting it in her bosom^ This Letter, and that which 
accompanied it (meaning yours to her) I muSl read over 
and over. 
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Shall I say, my Grandison, that I half-pity the lovely 
Harriet Byron, tho’ her name should be changed to yours ? 
You must love Clementina: Were a sovereign Princess 
her rival, you muSl. Clementina! who so generously can 
give up a Love as fervent as ever glowed in a virgin heart, 
on superior motives; motives which regard Eternity; and 
receive joy in the prospeft of your happiness with an¬ 
other woman, on a persuasion that that woman can make 
you happier than she herself can, because of a difference 
in Religion!—For my own part, I adore my Si^er. But I 
will proceed: 

Clementina choosing to retire to her closet, to re-peruse 
the two Letters, Mrs. Beaumont, knowing our curiosity, 
put down what had passed; intending, as she said, to 
write a copy of it for you. 

How were we all, on perusing it, charmed with our 
Clementina 1 —I insifted, that nothing, at present, should 
be said to her of the Count of Belvedere, and of our wishes 
in his favour. My father gave into my opinion. He said, 
he thought the propere^l time to mention, the Count to 
her, was, when we had an answer to the Letter I wrote to 
you on the 5th current, if that could give us assurances 
that you had made your addresses to the charming Byron, 
and were encouraged. The General was impaAent; but 
he acquiesced, on finding every one come into my mo¬ 
tion ; but said, that if all this lenity did not do, he mu^l 
beg leave to have measures which he himself should pro¬ 
pose, pursued. 

Some little particularity has appeared in the dear crea¬ 
ture since I have written the above. She has been exceed¬ 
ingly earnest with her mother, to use her intereft with my 
father, and us, to be allowed to go to England: But de¬ 
sires not the permission till you are adlually married. She 
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pleads my health, because of the salutary springs you 
mentioned to me. Several other pleas she offered; but, to 
say truth, they carried with them such an air of flighti¬ 
ness, that I am loth to mention them: Yet all innocent, all 
even laudable. But, shall I say? some of them appearing 
too romantic for a settled brain to be so earnest as she is, 
in having them carried into execution. 

We have no doubt, but all her view is, to avoid mar¬ 
riage, by such a Grange excursion. Dear creature, said 
the Bishop of her juft now; the veil denied her, she muft 
have some point to carry: I wish we saw less rapidity in 
her manner. 

I, for my part, remember how much she and we all 
suffered by denying her the farewel-visit from you, on 
your taking leave of Italy, the time before the laft. 

But we think we have hit upon an expedient that will 
divert her from this wildness \ I muft call it. Mrs. Beau¬ 
mont has requefted, that she may be allowed to take her 
with her to Florence for some weeks. Clementina is pleas¬ 
ed with our r^diness to oblige them both; and they will 
soon go. 

But all this time she is uniform and fteady in her wishes 
for your marriage. She delights to hear Mrs. Beaumont 
talk of Ae perfeftions of the Lady to whom we are all 
desirous of hearing you are united. You had written, it 
seems, to Mrs. Beavimont, a charafter given of this young 
Lady by Olivia, upon a personal knowlege of her. Mrs. 
Beaumont shewed it to Clementina. 

How generously did the dear creature rejoice in it! 
Juft such a woman, said she, did I wish for the Chevalier. 
Olivia has shewn greatness^f mind in this inftance. Per¬ 
haps I have thought too hardly of Olivia. Little did I 
think, I should ever have requefted a copy of any-thing 
written by Olivia. Ill-will disables us from seeing those 
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beauties in the person who is the objeft of it, which would 
otherwise strike us to her advantage. You muft oblige 
me with a copy of this Extraft. 

Odl. 20. N. S. 

You will be pleased, I know, my Grandison, with every 
particular that shall tend to demonftrate the pleasure the 
dear Clementina takes in hoping you will be soon the 
happy man we all wish you to be. 

This morning she came down with her work into my 
chamber. I invite myself, Jeronymo, said she. I will sit 
down by you, till you are disposed to rise. She then, of her 
own motion, began to talk of you; and I, putting it to her 
(as her mother did ye^erday) whether she would be really 
glad to hear of your nuptials, received the same answer 
she then made; She sincerely should: She hoped the next 
Letters would bring an account that it was so. But then, 
Jeronymo, continued she, I shall be teazed, persecuted. 
Let me not, my brother, be persecuted. I don’t know, 
whether downright compulsion is not more tolerable than 
over-earneft entreaty. A child, in the fir^lrinilance, may 
be hardened, may contraft herself, as I may say, within 
her own compass: But the entreaty of indulgent friends, 
who undoubtedly mean one’s good, dilates and opens 
one’s heart, and makes one wish to oblige theih; and so 
renders one miserable, whether we do or do not comply. 
Believe me, Jeronymo, there is great cruelty in persuas¬ 
ion, and ^ill more to a soft and gentle temper, than to a 
stubborn one: Persuaders know not what they make such 
a person suffer. 

My dearest Clementina, said I, you have "shewn s6 
glorious a magnanimity, thaf it would be injuring you, to 
suppose you are not equal to every branch of duty. God 
forbid that you should be called to su^ain an unreason¬ 
able trial—In a reasonable one, you mu^l be viftorious. 
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Ah Jeronymo! What does this fine compliment imply? 
Magnanimity, my brother! You mu^t not say so; but you 
know not what my magnanimity has coSt me: Yet you 
have seen my reason vanquished in the unequal conflift. 
She wept. But let the Chevalier be married, and to the 
Angel that is talked of; and let me comfort myself, that 
he is not a sufferer by my with-holding my hand—And 
then let me be indulged in the Single life, I hope, in the 
place consecrated to retirement from this vain world; and 
we shall both be happy. 

Mrs. Beaumont came to seek her. I prevailed on her to 
sit down, and on my siller to ^fay a little longer. I extolled 
my si^er to her: She joined in the ju^t praise. But one aft 
of magnanimity, said Mrs. Beaumont, seems wanting to 
complete the greatness of your charafter, my love, in this 
particular case of the expefted marriage of the Chevalier 
Grandison. 

What is that, Mrs. Beaumont? all attention. 

You see his doubts, his apprehensions, of appearing 
worthy of the J^ady so highly spoken of, because of that 
delicacy of situation, which, as you observe, Olivia also 
hints at,'from what may be called a divided Love. Miss 
Byron may very well imagine, as his Love of you com¬ 
menced before he knew her, that she may injure if she 
receive his addresses: You had the generosity to wish, 
when you were reading those his apprehensions, that you 
knew the Lady, and were able to influence her in his 
favour. 

Well, Mrs. Beaumont— 

Can I doubt that Lady Clementina is ah/e to set her 
name to the noble sentimerfts, that so lately, on reading 
his Letter, flowed from her lips? 

What would Mrs. Beaumont have me do? 

Let me lead you to your own closet. Pen, ink, and 
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paper, are always before you there. Assume your whole 
noble Self, and we shall see what that assumption will 
produce. 

All that is in my power, madam, said she, to do, to pro¬ 
mote the happiness of a man who has suffered so much 
through my means, it is my duty to do. 

She gave her hand to Mrs. Beaumont; who led her to 
her closet, and left her there. The following is the result. 
Generous, noble creature I—But does it not shew a raised 
imagination.? especially in the disposition of the lines.? 


Beff of Men! „ r\ 

BeftofWomenl/®'’'*®"*- 
Clementina wishes it! 

Grandison, La d y, will make you happy. 

Be it your ^tudy to make Him so 1 — 

Happy, as Clementina would have made him. 
Had not obstacles invincible intervened. 

This will lessen her regrets: 

For, 

His Felicity, Temporal and Efernal, 

Was ever the wish next her Heart. 

GOD be merciful to you both. 

And lead you into his paths: , 

Then will everla^ing Happiness be your portion. 

Be it the portion of Clementina 1 — 

Pray for Her!— 

That, after this transitory life is over. 

She may partake of Heavenly Bliss: 

And 

(Not a Granger tq you. Lady, Here) 

Rejoice with you both Hereafter ! 

Clementina della Porretta. 
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The admirable creature gave this to Mrs. Beaumont: 
Send this, madam, said she, if you think proper, to your 
friend and my friend, the Chevalier Grandison. Tell him, 
that I shall think myself very happy, if it may serve as a 
teftimonial, to the Lady whose merits intitle her to his 
Love, of my sincere wishes for their mutual happiness: 
Tell him, that at present I wish for nothing more ardent¬ 
ly, than to hear of his Nuptials being celebrated. 

Dear Grandison! let your next give us an opportunity 
to felicitate you on this desirable event. In this wish joins 
every one of a family to whom you are, and ever will be, 
dear. Witness, for them all. 

The Marquis and Marchioness della Po rretta. 

I. T. R. Bishop of Nocera. 

Jeronymo della Porretta. 

J. P. M. Marescotti. 

Hortensia Beaumont. 


LETTER XXXVIII. 

Miss Byron, To AV Charles Grandison. 

IVednesdayy Nov. i. 

H OW, Sir, have the contents of your friend Jerony- 
mo’s Letter affefted me!—I am more and more 
convinced, that, however diftinguished my lot may be, 
Clementina only can deserve you. What a vain creature 
muft I be, if I did not think so 1 And what a disingenuous 
one, so thinking, if I did not^cknowlege it 1 

I cannot. Sir, miscon^rue your delicate sensibilities. 
My own teach me to allow for yours. 
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“Be^l of men,” I can, I do, with Clementina, think 
you: But Harriet’s ambition will be gratified, in being 
accounted second to Her. 

And does Clementina “wish us'One!” —Mo^l noble, 
mo^l generous of women! 

“Grandison, you say, will make me happy.” 

“But ah, my lovely pattern! can Harriet be happy even 
with her Grandison, iiyou are not so? 

“Believe me. Lady ! your happiness will be essential to 
hers. 

“God give You happiness! Harriet prays for it! 

“My next-to Divine Monitress, it shallho my ^udy to 
make Him happy! 

“But, mo^ excellent of women, have you resets? Re¬ 
grets, which can only be lessened by the joy you will have 
in his happiness!—^And with another! 

“Superlative goodness! 

“Why, why, when he would allow to you the exercise 
of your Religion, and only insifts on the like liberty, are 
the obftacles you hint at invincible!" t 

O Sir! I can pursue this subjeft no further. Thus far an 
irresiftable impulse carried me. 

How should I be able to ftand before this Lady, were 
the visit she was so earneft to be allowed to maSce to Eng¬ 
land to take place; yet, in such a case, with what pleasure 
should I pay my reverence to her mind in ]xttperson! 

And does She, do her family., do You, Sir, wish us 
speedily One.? —^Are you not satisfied with the given 
month.?—Is not a month. Sir, your declaration so lately 
made, a short term? (And let me ask you, but within 
parentheses. Do you not, oh an occasion so very delicate, 
in your limited three days after your return to us,.treat the 
not-insensible Harriet a little more—^Help me. Sir, to a 
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word—than might have been expected from a man so 
very polite.?)—And can you so generously, yet so serious¬ 
ly, ask me. From which parts of the Nuptial Life, the 
Last (What a dreadful idea do you raise in that solemn 
word!) or the First, I would deduft the week’s or fort¬ 
night’s supposed delay—O Sir! what a way of putting it 
is this 1 —Thus I answer—“From neither!" My honour is 
your honour. Determine You, mo^ generous of men, for 

Tour 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XXXIX. 

Mm Jervois, To .S'/VCharles Grandison. 

Honoured Sir, Tuesday, 061 . 31. 

Y O U will think your ward very bold to address you by 
Letter; especially as she is a very poor inditer, and as 
you are in town: But her heart is in trouble, and she mu^t 
write; and mu^ beg the favour of you, the mo^t indul¬ 
gent guaiflian that ever poor Orphan had, to answer her 
by pen and ink. For whether you can forgive her or not, 
she will be equally incapable of bearing your goodness, 
or your displeasure. How weakly I express myself! I find 
I shall write worse to you, than to any-body else: And 
why.? Because I wish to write be^l. But I have great awe, 
and no genius. I am a poor girl in every sense; as you shall 
hear by-and-by. I hope you \^on’t be very angry with me. 
If you are, I shall be worse than poor—I shall be miser¬ 
able. 
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But to come before my guardian as a delinquent, when 

I have ambition enough to wish to shine in his eyes, if so 
it could have been 1 —It is a very great mortification in¬ 
deed!—If you were to acquit me, I shall have had great 
punishment in that thought. 

But to open my troubled heart to you—Yet how shall 

II thought to tell it you ye^erday; but for my life I could 
not. Did you not observe me once. Sir, hanging upon the 
back of your chair, unable to ^land in your sight.? O how 
I felt my face glow!'— The» it was I thought to have 
spoken my mind; but you were so kind, so good to me, I 
could not, might I have had the world. You took my 
hand—I shall be very bold to repeat it; but am always so 
proud of your kind notice, that I can’t help it: And you 
said, drawing me gently to you, “Why keeps my Emily 
behind me.? What can I do for my Emily! Tell me, child; 
Is there any-thing I can do for my ward.?’’ Yet, tho’ the 
occasion was so fair, I could not tell you. But I shall tire 
you, before I come to the point (to the fault, I should say) 
that has emboldened me to write. , 

This then is the truth of the matter: 

My poor mother. Sir, is very good now, you know. 
You have taken from her all her cares about this world; 
She and her husband live together happily andtilegantly: 
They want for nothing; and are grown quite religious: 
So that they have leisure to think of their Souls good. 
They make me cry for joy, when-ever I go to them. They 
pray for you, and heap blessings upon you; and cry to 
think they ever offended you. 

But, Sir, I took it into my head, knowing it was a vaft‘ 
way for them to go from ^ho to somewhere in Moor- 
fields to hear the preacher they admire so much, and 
coach-hire, and charities, and contributions, of one kind or 
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other (for their miniver has no e^ablishment) and old 
debts paying off, that at present, tho’ I believe they are 
frugal enough, they can’t be much aforehand—So, 
thought I, shall I ride in my guardian’s coach, at one 
time, in Lady G’s at another, in Lady L’s at another, tho’ 
so much better able to walk than my poor mother; while 
she is growing into years, and when infirmities are com¬ 
ing on; and my guardian’s example before me, so opening 
to one’s heart?—I ventured, therefore, unknown to my 
mother and her husband, unknown to any-body, by way 
of surprize, to bespeak a plain neat chariot, and agreed 
for a coachman, and a pair of horses; for I had about 130 
guineas by me when I bespoke it. Out of this, thought I 
(which is my own money, without account) I shall be 
able to spare enough for the fir^l half-year’s expences; 
after which, they will be in circumftances to keep it on: 
And as quarters come round, thought I, I will ^int my¬ 
self, and throw in something towards it; and then my 
poor mother and her husband can go to serve God, and 
take sometime^ an airing, or so, where they please; and 
make an appearance in the world, as the mother of the 
girl who is inti tied to so large a fortune. And I don’t 
grudge Mr. O-Hara; for he is vastly tender of my mo¬ 
ther now*i Which muft be a great comfort to her, you 
know. Sir, now she is come to be sorry for pa^ things, 
and apt to be very spiritless, when she looks back—^Poor 
dear woman! 

But here. Sir, was the thing: Believing it became me, 
as Lady L. Lady G. and Mrs. Eleanor Grandison, in¬ 
tended to«hew their respeft to you, on a certain happy 
occasion, by new cloaths, to>shew mine the same way; I 
went to the mercer’s, and was so tempted by two pat¬ 
terns, that, not knowing which to choose, I bought of 
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both; not thinking, at the time, of the bespoken chariot. 
To be sure I ought to have consulted Lady G. or Lady L. 
but, foolish creature as I was, I mu^l be for surprising 
them too, with my fine fancy. 

Then I laid out a good deal more than I intended, in 
milanery matters: Not but I had my penyworths for my 
peny: But the milaners are so very obliging; they shew 
one this pretty thing, and that fashionable one; and are 
so apt to praise one’s ta^e; and one is so willing to believe 
them, and to be thought mighty clever; that there is no 
resisting the vanity they raise. I own all my folly: I ever 
will. Sir, when I am guilty of any greater silliness than 
ordinary; for I have no bad heart, I hope, tho’ I am one of 
the flowers I once heard you compare some of us to, who 
are late before they blow into discretion. 

But now, good Sir, came on my digress: For the be¬ 
spoken chariot was ready; ready sooner, by a fortnight, 
than I expected. I thought my quarter would be nearer 
ended; and I had made a va^t hole in my money. I pulled 
up a courage; I had need of it; and borrowed fifty guineas 
of Lady G.; but, from this foolish love of surprizes, cared 
not to tell her for what. And having occasion to pay two 
or three bills (I was a thoughtless creature, to be sure) 
which unluckily, tho’ I had asked for them before, were 
brought in ju^f then, I borrowed another sum, but yet 
told not Lady G. for what; and the dear Lady, I believe, 
thought me an extravagant girl: I saw she did, by her 
looks. 

But, however, I caused the new chariot to be brought 
privately to me. I went in it, and it carried me to Soho;‘ 
and there, on my knees, made my present to my mother. 

But do you ^ink, Sir, that she and Mr. O-Hara, when 
I confessed thht I had not consulted you upon it, and that 
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neither Lady L. nor Lady G. noryet Mrs. Eleanor Grand- 
ison, knew a syllable of the matter, would accept of it? 
They would not; But yet they both cried over me for joy, 
and blessed me. 

It is put up somewhere—^And there it lies, till I have 
obtained your pardon fir^l, and your direftion after¬ 
wards. And what shall I do, if you are angry at your poor 
ward, who has done so inconsiderate a thing, and run 
herself into debt? 

Chide me, honoured Sir, if you please. Indeed you 
never yet did chide me. But yours will be chidings of 
Love; oipaternal Sir. 

But if you are angry with me more than a day; if you 
give me reason to believe you think meanly of me, tho’, 
alas! I may deserve it; and that this rashness is but a pre¬ 
lude to other rash or conceited ^eps (for that is the fear 
which mo^t terrifies me) and is therefore to be resented 
with severity; then will I fly to my dear Miss Byron, that 
now is!—^And if she cannot soften your displeasure, and 
restore me to good opinion —(Mere pardon will not 

be enough for your truly-penitent ward) then will I say, 
Bur^, heart! Ungrateful, inconsiderate Emily, thou haft 
offended thy Guardian! What is there left in this life, that 
is worth tiiy cares! 

And now. Sir, I have laid my troubled heart open be- 
for you. I know you will not so much blame the thing, 
even should you not approve of it, as the manner; doing 
it (after you had been so extremely generous and con¬ 
siderate to my mother) without consulting either you, or 
your sillers. O my vanity and conceit! They, they, have 
misled me. They never shall^gain, whether you forgive 
me, or not. 

But, good, indulgent, honoured Sir, my Guardian, my 


u 
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Proteftor, let not my punishment be the reversing of the 
gracious grant which my heart has been so long wishing 
to obtain, and which you had consented to, of being 
allowed to live immediately in your own eye, and in the 
presence of my dear Miss Byron, that now is. This rash 
aftion should rather induce you to confirm, than reverse 
it. And I promise to be very good. I ever loved her. I shall 
add filial honour, as I may say, to my love of her. I never 
will do any-thing without consulting her; and but what 
you, the kindeil Guardian that ever poor Orphan had, 
would wish me to do. 

And now. Sir, honour me with a few lines from your 
own hand; were it but to shew me, that this impertinence 
has not so far tired you, as ( should you think it ju^l to 
banish me from your presence for some time) to make you 
discourage applications to you, by pen and ink, from. Sir, 

Tour truly sorrowful Ward, 

and ever-obliged and grateful 

EMILY JERVOIS. 


LETTER XL. 

Charles Grandison. To Mwj Jervois. 

Wedn.Nov. i. 

I WRITE to the dear child of my tendere^l cares, be¬ 
cause she reque^s me to write: Else, I had hastened to 
her in person, to comfort her doubting hea^-t; and to. 
assure her, that nothing bict a fault premeditated, and 
persifted in, diat might have affefted her present or fu¬ 
ture reputation, and consequently her happiness, could 
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make me, for half an hour, offended with her. Your good 
intentions, my dear child, will ever be your security with 
me. Men, as well as women, are often misled by their love 
of surprizes: But the greater surprize my Emily could 
give me, would be, if she could do any one thing that 
would shew a faulty heart. 

Once more, my dear, pay your duty to your mother in 
the chariot which has been the causless occasion of so 
much concern to you; and tell her, and Mr. O-Hara, that 
they have greatly obliged me in declining the acceptance 
of the chariot, so dutifully presented, till they knew my 
mind: But that, not so much in the compliment paid to 
me as your guardian^ as because it has given me an opin¬ 
ion of their own generosity and discretion. Tell them, 
that I greatly approve of this in^ance of your duty to 
your mother, and of your regard, for her sake, to Mr. 
O-Hara: Tell them, that I join with my ever-amiable 
ward in requeuing their acceptance of it; and do you, my, 
dear, tell Miss Jervois, that I greatly honour her for this 
new inftance o£the goodness of her heart. 

I inclose a note, and will, to make you easy, carry it to 
its proper account, that will enable you to pay the debt 
which you, with so dutiful an intention, have contrafted. 
—Forgive you, my dear! I love, I admire, you for it. I 
will not have you hint yourself, as you call it, in order to 
contribute to the future expence of the chariot. The pre¬ 
sent is but a handsome one, respecting your fortune. Be 
therefore, for your mother’s life, the whole expence yours; 
and it may possibly contribute not a little to the ease of 
mind of both (as they now live together not unhappily) if 
you have the goodness to asSure Mr. O-Hara, that you 
are so well satisfied with his kind treatment of your mo¬ 
ther, that you will, on supposition of the continuance of 

U 2 
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it, before you enter into engagements which may limit 
your own power, or make your will dependent on that of 
another person, secure a handsome provision for him, for 
his life, in case he survive your mother. 

I thank you, my dearest ward, for the affeftion you 
express for my beloved Miss Byron. She loves you so 
tenderly, that it would have been a concern to me, had 
she not engaged year love and confidence.. You highly 
oblige me by promising to consult her on all material 
occasions. The benefit jyoa will receive from her prudent 
advice and example, and the delight she will receive from 
your company, will be a happiness to all three. My Emily 
may depend upon every-thing to make it completely so, 
that shall be in the power of 

Her faithful friend, and servant, 

CHARLES GRANDISON. 


LETTER XLI. 

Mtw Jervois, To 6'/VCharles Grandison. 

Thursday, Nov. 2. 

A F EW lines. Sir; a very few—Not to shew my van¬ 
ity, my pride, in being allowed to write to my Guard¬ 
ian ; nor to presume to draw him into an intercourse of 
Letters. No, Sir, I write only to thank you; which I do a 
thousand thousand times, for the ease, the joy, you have 
given to my heart. O how I dreaded to open your Letter! 
But I could not have expedled it to be so very indulgent to 
a faulty girl. Not one rebuke! O Sir! how very good you 
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are 1 And to send me the money to clear my debts! To bid 
me make my present! In so gracious a manner to bid me! 
And to put me upon promising a provision for life for 
Mr. O-Hara, if he survive my mother; which will not 
oblige them to live a narrower life while they are together 
in order to save, in view of such an unhappy event!—I 
flew to them, with the good news—I read the whole Let¬ 
ter to them. O how their hearts blessed you at their eyes, 
for they could not presently speak; and how my tears 
mingled with theirs 1 O Sir, you made us all infants 1 —I, 
for my part, am ^fill a baby 1 —Did I ever cry so much for 
grief, as you have made me cry for joy?—It is well some¬ 
thing now-and-then comes to check one’s joy; there 
would be no bearing it, else. But I shall encroach on your 
precious time. Thank you, thank you. Sir, a hundred 
thousand times. My mother is happy! Mr. O-Hara is 
happy! My Miss Byron will soon be the happieft of all 
human beings, thank God!—You, my Guardian, muft 
be one of the happie^ of men! May every-body else be 
happy that you wish to be so! And then how happy will 
be, good Sir, 

Tour dutiful Ward, and obliged Servant, 
ever to be commanded, 

EMILY JERVOIS! 

They say you set out for Northamptonshire next Mon¬ 
day, or Tuesday at further. Lord bless me!—Lord 
bless you! I would say—^And bless every-body you 
love!—^Amen—for ever and ever I 
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LETTER XLII. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Thursday^ Nov. 2. 

I HAVE laid before you, my dear Lady G. the Letters 
of your Brother and Signor Jeronymo; as also my an¬ 
swer to that of your Brother: My spirits never were so 
unequal. All joy at one time; apprehension at another, 
that something will ^till happen.—Greville is reported to 
be so gloomy, so silent! He hates me, he says.—And here, 
unexpectedly, is poor Mr. Orme returned. Amended in 
his health a little, those who have seen him say, and he 
thinks so—I am glad of it. And here are we sitting in 
judgment, my aunt Lady-president, on the patterns you 
have sent: My uncle too will have his opinion be taken— 
And Mr. Deane, who threatened he would not come to 
Selby-house till the Settlements were to be signed, or 
read—I cannot tell what—^will be here on Saturday. 

Mr. Orme has desired leave to visit me to-morrow. 
My uncle so hurries my spirits; not with his raillery, as he 
used to do—but with his joy. He talks of nothihg but the 
coming down of your brother, and the limited three days 
after; and numbers the days, nay, the hours, as they fly: 
For he supposes Sir Charles will be here on Monday, at 
furtheft; and calls that a delay of particular grace and 
favour to me. For has he not told you, said he, that no¬ 
thing after Friday can, on his part, detain him'from us.^ ^ 
But, Lady G. will he no\ write to my laft, before he 
comes.? Say my uncle what he pleases, your brother can’t 
be down before Saturday se’nnight, at sooneft. 
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Your fancy and Lady L’s determine us. My aunt has 
undertaken this province: She therefore will write to you 
what she thinks fit. Is there not too much glare in the 
flowered silver, as you describe it? Dpn’t, my dear, leUne 
be a bride in a masquerade habit. HumTIitylfecom^ per- 
sona of somF'degrrc:*Wc‘warit“Tr 5 r^^ : ^tlivc known 

to"i?rrabte"To" afford ric^^ dresses—need fhem not, t^ 


*^bre7^o^iv^'‘^us'T0ihsequOTC^ 

gi^nce. Let me not be gauHy : Let hot fancy, or art, or 
^ttdy;^' bg ig een ^TTriliydresses." 5 om mu 5 l be done^ T 

graiTT,‘'9n b'ilF an appearance we muft not" 

"dispense with here in the countrj^ whatever you people 
o f quality may do injtowm But ilt mT^t^ l beseechTyou, 
dr zs little as possible^ be rnarkeJout for a ;Jhd ^ 

's^gq^asTo throw in a hint to this purpose to the dear 
busy girls HerCj, as^from yourjS,elye exercis¬ 

ing their fancies^ as if I were to be a Queea.ojfiifiiTMa^ 
Ybuir authorities will support me, if they give me cause to 
differ in opinion from them. 


Miss Orme has ju^ been with me. She confirms her 
brother’s amendment. She is sorry that his impatience 
has brought him over, when the climate was so favour¬ 
able totiim. She says, I shall find him sincerely disposed 
to congratulate me on my happy prospedt; of which she 
has given him ample particulars. He could not, she says, 
but express himself pleased, that neither Fenwick nor 
Greville, but that one of so superior a character, is to be 
the man. 

What greater felicity can a young creature propose to 
herself, in the days of courtship, than to find every one in 
her family, and out of it, applauding her choice? Could I, 
a few weeks ago, have thought—But, hushed be vanity I 
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Pride, withdraw 1 Meek-eyed Humility, ^and forth!— 
Am I indeed to be the happie^ of women? Will nothing 
happen—O no, no! Heaven will proteftyour brother— 
Yet this Greville is a trouble to me. Not because of my 
horrid dream; I am not so supercilious as to let that 
diCurb me: But from a hint he gave Miss Orme. 

She met him this morning at a neighbouring Lady’s. 
He thus accoCed her: I underCand, madam, that your 
brother is returned. He is a happy man. JuC in time, to 
see Miss Byron married. Fenwick, a dog! is gone to 
howl at Carlisle, on the occasion. Your brother. Miss 
Orme, and I, have nothing to do but howl in recitative to 
each other, here. 

My brother, Mr. Greville, answered Miss Orme, I 
am sure, will behave like a man on the.occasion: Nor can 
you have reason to howl, as you call it—Sir Charles 
Grandison isyour particular friend, you know. 

True, Miss Orme, affeCing to laugh olf this hit; I 
thought I could have braved it out; but now the matter 
comes near; it Cicks here, juC here, pointing to his 
throat: I cannot get it through my gizzard.—^Plaguy 
hard of digeCion! making faces, in his light way. 

But will your brother, proceeded he, be contented to 
Cay within the noise of the Bells, which will (in a few days 
perhaps) be set a ringing, for ten miles round? Sir Charles 
drives on at a d—enable rate, I hear. “But he muC let me 
die decently, I can tell him: We will not part for ever with 
the flower of our county, without conditions.” Shall 
see the Siren, madam? If you do, tell her, that I have no 
chance for peace, but in hating her heartily. But (whisper- * 
ing Miss Orme) bid her NotVo be too secure. 

I was Crangely Cruck with these laC words; for my 
spirits were not high before. I repeated them; I dwelt 
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upon them; and wept.—Fool that I was! But I soon re- 
collefted myself; and desired Miss Orme not to take no¬ 
tice of my tender folly. 


Friday. 

I have had a visit from Mr. Orme. He has given me 
some pleasure. I added not to his melancholy. He asked 
me several interefting questions, which I would not have 
answered any other man, as I told him. I shall always 
value Mr. Orme. Your brother is the mo^ generous of 
men: But were he not so very generous, he ought to allow 
for my civility to this worthy man; since I can applaud 
him with my whole heart, for loving the noble Clemen¬ 
tina. What a narrow-hearted creature mu^i: I be, if I did 
not.?—But as a woman’s honour is of a more delicate na¬ 
ture, I believe, than a man’s, with regard topersonal\ovt\ 
so perhaps, if this be allowed me, a man may be as jealous 
of a woman’s Civility (in general cases, I mean) as a wo¬ 
man may be of a man’s Love to another objedl. This may 
sound Grange, jt fir^ hearing. Lady G. but I know what 
I mean.—Nobody else does, Harriet, perhaps you will 
say.—But they would, I reply, if I were to explain my¬ 
self; which, at present, if you apprehend me not, I have 
no inclinjftion to do. 

How did this worthy man praise Sir Charles Grandi¬ 
son 1 He mu^l see that my pride, no, not pride, my grati¬ 
tude, was raised by it, as well to thtpraiserzs praised. He 
concluded with a blessing on us both, which he uttered in 
a different manner from what that Balaam-Greville utter¬ 
ed his: It was followed with tears, good man I and he left 
me almo^ unable to speak. How grateful in our ears are 
the praises beifowed on those whom we fondly love 1 

Lucy thinks I had beft go to my grandmamma’s be- 
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fore he comes down; and that he should visit me there 
from Selby-house. Neither my aunt nor I am of this opi¬ 
nion; but that he should himself go to Shirley-manor, 
and visit us from thence. For is not Selby-house my usual 
place of residence? My grandmamma will be delighted 
with his company, and conversation. But as he cannot 
think of coming down before the latter end of next week, 
at the soone^, it is time enough to consider of these things. 
Yet can a young creature, the awful solemnity so near, 
and with a man whom she prefers to all others, find room 
in her head for any other topic? 

I have a Letter from my good Mrs. Reeves. She and 
my cousin are so full of this agreeable subject, that they 
invite themselves down to us; and hope we will excuse 
them for their earne^ness on this occasion. They are 
prodigiously earned. I wonder my cousin can think of 
leaving her little boy. My aimt says, there is no denying 
them. How so.'’—Surely one may excuse one’s self to 
friends one so dearly loves. Tour presence, my Charlotte, 
I own, would be a high satisfaftion to m^; Yet you would 
be a little unmanageable, I doubt. There can be no hope 
of Lady L’s: But if there were, neither she, nor any-body 
else, could keep you orderly.—^Poor dear Emily! My 
aunt wishes, that we coulci have had her with u«: But, for 
her own sake, it mu^ not be. How often do I revolve that 
reflexion of your brother; that, in our happiest prospers, 
the sighing heart will confess imperfection I—But I will 
not add another word, after I have assured you, my dearest 
Ladies, that I am, and ever will be. 

Tour grateful and moU^ affedionate humble Servant. 

HARRIET BYRON. 
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LETTER XLIII. 

«S'/> Charles Grandison, To Miss Byron. 

Friday, Nov. 3. 

R eceive, dearest, loveliest, of women, the thanks 
of a moft grateful heart, for your invaluable favour of 
Wednesday la^. Does my Harriet (Already, methinks, I 
have sunk the name of Byron into that of Grandison) do 
Mrs. Shirley, Mrs. Selby, think, that I have treated one of 
the mo^t delicate of Female minds indelicately, in the 
wish (not the prescription) I have presumed to signify to 
the beloved of my heart; that within three days after my 
permitted return to Northamptonshire, I may be allowed 
to receive at the Altar the greatest blessing of my life.? I 
would not be thought ungenerous. I signified my wishes; 
but I told you, in the same Letter, that your chearful com¬ 
pliance was to me the great desirable. In every-thing, 
from the date pf the condescending Letter before me, to 
the laft of my life, shall your wishes determine mine. I 
will have your whole heart in the grant of every request I 
make to you, or you shall have the chearful acquiescence 
of mine ^ith your will. Permit me to say, that the family- 
punftilio was not out of my thoughts, when I expressed 
my own ardent wishes to you. Does not the world about 
you expedt, on the return of the happy man, a speedy 
solemnization.? I imagined, that whether he be permitted 
to make the place of his abode Selby-house or Shirley- 
manor, you would not that the happy day should be long 
deferred, which should givfe him rank as one of the dear 
family. 

Our Equipages, my deareft life, are all in great for- 



300 HistoryJo/ [Vol.’'^. 

wardness. In tenderness to you, I have forborne to con¬ 
sult you upon some parts of them; as my regard for your 
judgment would otherwise have obliged me to do. The 
Settlements are all ready. Our good Mr. Deane is ready 
to attend you with them. Allow me, then, to do myself the 
honour of presenting myself before you at Selby-house, 
on Tuesday next. I will leave it to you to distinguish the 
happiest day of my life, whether within the succeeding 
three, four, five, or even six, of my return. 

If I have not your commands to the contrary, Tuesday 
morning then, if not Monday night, shall present to you 
the moft ardent and sincere of men, pouring out on your 
hand his grateful vows for the invaluable favour of Wed¬ 
nesday’s date, which I consider in the sacred light of a 
plighted Love; and, as such, have given it a place next 
my heart. 

My moSl respeftful compliments to all whom we both 
so ju^ly hold dear, conclude me, deareSl madam, 

TourmoSl grateful, obliged, 

and ever-affedionatl, 

CHARLES GRANDISON. 


LETTER XLIV. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Monday Morning, Nov. 6. 

I S END you, my deareSf Lady G. a copy of your bro¬ 
ther’s Letter of Friday la^. Lucy has transcribed it for 
you. Lucy is very obliging. She desires to be allowed to 
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correspond with you; and makes a merit of these trans¬ 
criptions for an introduction: That is her view. I give you 
fair notice of it, that you may either check or encourage 
her, as you think fit. 

Have I not cause to think your brother a little out of 
the way in his resolution of so sudden a return?—This 
night perhaps, or to-morrow morning—I am vexed, my 
dear, because he is such an anticipater, that he leaves not 
to me the merit of obliging him beyond his expectation. 
However, I shall rejoice to see him. The moment he 
enters the room where I am, he can have no faults. 

My aunt, who thinks he is full ha^y, is gone to dine 
with my grandmamma, and intends to settle with that 
dear parent every-thing for his reception at Shirley- 
manor. Nancy is gone with her. My uncle, at Mr. 
Orme’s invitation, is gone to dine with that worthy man. 

Monday Afternoon. 

O my dearest Lady G.! what shall we do? All quarrels 
are at an end^ all petulance, all folly!—I may never, 
never, be his at all I—I may, before the expeCted time of 
his arrival, be the mo^ miserable of women 1—Your bro¬ 
ther, be^ of men 1 —may be—^Ah—my Chari— 


Terrified to death, my pen fell from my fingers.—I 
fainted away—Nobody came near me. I know I was not 
long insensible—My terrors broke through even the fit I 
fell into—Nothing but death itself could make me long in¬ 
sensible, @n such an occasion—O how I shall terrify you 1 
—^Deareft Lady G.—But tlfcre, here comes my Lucy— 
Let her give the occasion of my anguish. 
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The History of 

Thefollowing written by Miss Lucy Selby. 

At my cousin’s request, while she is lain down, I pro¬ 
ceed, my good Lady G. to account to you for her terrors, 
and for mine also.—Dear creature!—But don’t be too 
much terrified: God, we hope, God, -WQpray, will proteft 
your brother! Mr. Greville cannot be capable of the 
shocking mischief, barbarity, villainy, which, it is appre¬ 
hended, he has in view: God will protedl your brother! 

Here, a note was brought from an anonymous hand.— 
I don’t know what I write,—from an unknown hand; 
signifying, that Mr. Greville was heard to threaten the 
lire of your brother; and we are told, by more than one, 
that he is moody, and in a bad way as to his mind. And he 
left his house this morning; so the note says (And that he 
certainly did); and was seen to take the London road, with 
several servants, and others—And the dear Harriet has 
diilrafted herself and me with her apprehensions. My 
aunt out, my uncle out, none but maid-servants at home. 
We, before she came up to her closet, raq up and down, 
direfting, and undirefting; and she promised to go up, 
and try to compose herself, till my uncle came from The 
Park, where he is to dine with Mr. Orme. He is sent for 
—^Thank God, my uncle is come!— 


ByMiss^yxon. 

And what, my dear Lady G. can his coming signify.^ 
Lucy is gone down to shew him the anonymous writer’s 
note. Dear, dear Sir! Lord of my wishes! forgive me all 
my petulance. Come safe—God grant it!—Come safe! 
And Hand and Heart I will be yours, if you require it, to¬ 
morrow morning! 
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Here, Lady G. follows the copy of the alarming note.I 
broke the seal. It was thus direfted: 

To George Selby, Esq.\ With speed, s-peed^ speed. 

Honoured Sir, 

AVERY great respefter of one of the moil generous 
./xand nobfeil of men (Sir Charles Grandison, I mean) 
informs you, that his life is in great danger. He over heard 
Mr. Greville say, in a rageful manner, as by his voice, “I 
never will allow such a prize to be carried from me. He 
shall die the death,” and swore to it. He was a little in 
wine, it is true; and I should have disregarded it for that 
reason, had I not informed myself that he is set out with 
armed men this morning. Make what use you please of 
this: You never will know the writer. But love and rever¬ 
ence to the young Baronet is all my motive. So help me, 
God! 

Two of my uftcle’s tenants, severally, saw the shocking 
creature on the London road, with servants. What will 
become of me, before morning, if he arrive not this night 
in safety!. 


Monday Night, Eleven. 

My uncle dispatched two servants to proceed on the 
London road as far as they could go for day-light. He 
himself rode to Mr. Greville’s. Mr. Greville had been out 
all day, and well attended—Expedled, however, to re- 
turn at night.—To prepare for his escape (who knows.?) 
after the blackest or villainies. My aunt is in tears; my 
uncle recolledls aggravating circumstances. Our prepara- 
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tions; j^our brother’s preparations; Mr. Deane’s expeft- 
ed arrival of to-morrow—^Lucy weeps; Nancy wrings 
her hands—^Your Harriet is in silent anguish—She can 
weep no more!—She can write no more! 

Tuesday Morning, 8 o'Clock, Nov. 7. 

What a dreadful night have I had! Not a wink of sleep. 

And nobody stirring. Afraid to come down, I suppose, 
for fear of seeing each other. My eyes are swelled out of 
my head.—I wonder my uncle is not down. He might 
give orders about something—I know not what. What 
dreadful visions had I ready, as it seemed, to continue 
my disturbance, could I have closed my eyes to give seem¬ 
ing form to the flying shadows! Waking dreams: For I 
was broad awake: Sally sat up with me. Such Startings! 
such absences!—I never was so before. Such another 
night would I not have for the world. I can only write. 
Yet what do I write.? To what purpose.?—You muSt not 
see what I have written. Now on my knees, praying, vow¬ 
ing: Now —0 my Lucy I . 

Lucy entered] uSt here—Nancy followed her—Nancy 
tormented me with her resveries of the paSl night: My 
aunt is not well; she has not slept: My uncle fell into a 
dose, about his usual rising-time: He has had no reSl. 
My grandmamma muSl not know the occasion of our 
grief, till it cannot be kept from her— If —But no more 
—Dreadful If — 
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LETTER XLV. 

Miss Byron. /« Continuation, 

Tuesday^ 11 o'Clock, Nov. 7. 

In a small handy under the Superscription ofthe inner Cover, 

My deafen Lady (j. pray read the firSl page of this Letter, before you open the 
other dreadful one, sealed with five seals, and Stitched to the Cover, that it 
may not slide officiously into your hands. Lucy will have me send the whole of 
that shocking Letter. AgainSl my judgment, I comply. 

W E met this morning souMess, and forlorn, all 
equally unable either to give or receive consola¬ 
tion. The officious note was taken up, laid down, taken 
up again; the hand endeavoured to be guessed at: And at 
laft it was concluded, to dispatch a servant to Mr, Gre- 
ville’s, to learn news of the supposed traitor. 

But, behold! before the servant could return, in a 
riding-dress, having alighted at the outward gate, enter¬ 
ed the hall your noble brother. I was the fir^ whom he 
saw; the firft who saw him. I was ju^l going out, intend- 
ing (yet hardly knowing my intention) to walk in the 
Elm-row fronting the house, in order to shorten the way 
of the returning servant with news. 

He ca^ himself at my feet. Something he said, and 
more he intended to say; excusing his early return, and 
thanking me for my favour of the Wednesday before; 
when my joyful surprize overpowered both my speech 
and senses.—^And what will you say to me, when I tell 
you, that, bn my recovery, I found myself in his arms, 
mine clasped about his necki^ 

He was surprised at my emotion. Well he might— 
Every one, in a moment, crouded about him—My aunt 


X 



3 o6 TAtf History 0/ [Vol. 5. 

also folded her arms around him—^Welcome, welcome, 
welcome, was all she could, at the infant, say. 

I, utterly abashed, trembling, and doubting my feet, 
motioned to quit the hall for the parlour—But nobody 
minded me; all were busied in congratulating the joy of 
every heart; till Sally presenting herself, I leaned upon 
her, and, staggering to the parlour, threw myself into an 
elbow-chair. 

Your brother, attended by all my friends, followed me 
in. My heart again bid him welcome, tho’ my eye could 
not, at that inStant, bear his. He took my hand, as I sat, 
between both his, and, in the moSt respeftful manner, 
pressing it with his lips, besought me to compose myself. 

They had hinted to him in the hall, the cause of all our 
emotions—^They had as much reason to blush, as I had. 
—Nancy, it seems, even Nancy, snatched his hand, and 
kissed it, in raptures. How dear is he to us all! He sees it, 
now: There can be no reserves to him, after this. Punfti- 
liol Family-fundilio! mentioned he in his Letter!—We 
have now no pretensions to it— 

His eyes shone with grateful sensibility. Look down 
upon me, lovelie^ of women, said he, with a bent knee; 
Look down upon me, and tell me, you forgive me, for my 
early return; But, tho’ returned, I am entirely at your de¬ 
votion. 

Lucy says, she never saw me more to my advantage. I 
looked down upon him, as he bid me, smiling through 
my tears. He ftole gently my handkerchief from my half- 
hid face; with it he dried my unaverted cheek, and put it, 
she says, in his bosom. I have loft it. 

My uncle and aunt withdrew with him, and acquaint¬ 
ed him with all particulars. To them he acknowleged, in 
words of eloquent Love, my uncle said, the honour done 
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him by me, and by us all, in the demonftrations we had 
given of our tender regard for him. 

I was, by the time of their return to us, pretty well re¬ 
covered. Sir Charles approached me, without taking no¬ 
tice of the emotion I had been in. Mr. and Mrs. Selby tell 
me, said he to me, that I am to be favoured with a resi¬ 
dence at our venerable Mrs. Shirley’s. This, tho* a high 
honour, looks a little di^ant; so would the next door, if it 
were not under the same roof with my Miss Byron: But, 
smiling tenderly upon me, I shall presume to hope, that 
this very distance will turn to my account. Mrs. Shirley’s 
Harriet cannot decline paying her accustomed duty to 
the beSt of grandmothers. 

Bowing, I shall not. Sir, said I, be the more backward 
to pay my duty to my grandmamma, for your obliging 
her with your company. 

Thus, resumed he, snatching my hand, and ardently 
pressing it with his lips, do I honour to myself for the 
honour done me. How poor is man, that he cannot ex¬ 
press his gratitude to the objeft of his vows, for obliga¬ 
tions conferred, but by owing to her new obligation! 

Then turning round to my aunt—It is incumbent 
upon me, madam, said he, to pay my early devoirs to 
Mrs. Shirley, the hospitable Mrs. Shirley, repeated he, 
smiling; which looked as if he expefted to be here. There^ 
besides (looking pleasantly upon my aunt) I may be ask¬ 
ed —here I am not—to break my faft. 

This set us all into motion. My uncle ran out to look 
after Sir Charles’s servants, who, it seems, in our hurry, 
were disregarded; Their horses in the court-yard; three 
of them walking about, w^ting their maker’s orders. 
My uncle was ready, in the true tafte of old English 
hospitality, to pull them in. 


X 2 
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Chocolate was inftantly brought for their mailer; and 
a dish for each of us. We had made but a poor breakfaft, 
any of us. I could get nothing down before. My aunt put 
a second dish into my hand: I took her kind meaning, 
and presented it to Sir Charles. How gratefully did he 
receive it! Will it always be so, Lady G..? My Love, 
heightened by my Duty, shall not, when the obligation is 
doubled, make me less deserving of his politeness, if I 
can help it. 

But ^lill this dreadful note, and Greville’s reported 
moodiness, made us uneasy. The servant we sent return¬ 
ed, with information that Mr. Greville came home late 
la^ night. He was not birring, it seems, tho’ Eleven 
o’clock, when the servant reached his house. He is said to 
be not well; and, as one servant of his told ours, so very 
fretful, and ill-tempered, that they none of them know 
how to speak to him. God grant—But let me keep to my¬ 
self such of my apprehensions as are founded on con¬ 
jecture—Why should I not hope the beft.? Is not your 
beloved brother at present safe? And is he<not the care of 
Providence!*—I humbly truft he is. 

Sir Charles took the note. I think I have seen the hand, 
said he: If I have, I shall find out the writer. I dare say, it 
is written with a good intention. * 

My uncle and we all expressed, some in words, some 
by looks, our apprehensions. 

There cannot possibly be room for any, said Sir 
Charles; always present to himself. Mr. Greville loves 
Miss Byron. It is no wonder, as his apprehensions of 
losing all hopes of her for ever, grow ftronget, that he 
should be uneasy. He would'make but an ill compliment 
to her merit, and his own sincerity, if he were not. But 
such a ^take as he has in his country, he cannot have 
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desperate intentions. I remember, to his advantage, his 
laft behaviour here. I will make him a visit. I mu^ en¬ 
gage Mr. Greville to rank me in the number of his friends. 

What he said gave us comfort. No wonder if we wo¬ 
men love courage in a man: We ought, if it be true cour¬ 
age, like that of your excellent brother. After all, my dear, 
I think we mu^t allow a natural superiority in the minds 
of men ov^r women. Do we not want proteftion.? And 
does not that want imply inferiority.?—Yet if there be 
two sorts of courage, an acquired and a natural ; why may 
not the former be obtained by women, as well as by men, 
were they to have the same education.? Natural courage 
may belong to either. Had Miss Barnevelt, for example, 
had a boy’s education, she would have probably chal¬ 
lenged her man, on provocation given; and he might 
have come off but poorly. 

But we have more silly antipathies than men, which 
help to keep us down: Whether those may not sometimes 
be owing to affeftation, do you. Lady G. who, however, 
have as little affectation as ever woman had, determine. A 
frog, a toad, a spider, a beetle, an earwig, will give us 
mighty pretty tender terror; while the heroic men will 
trample the inseCl under foot, and look the more brave 
for their barbarity, and for our delicate screaming. But, 
for an adventure, if a Lover get us into one, we frequently 
leave him a great way behind us. Don’t you think so, 
Lady G..?—^Were not this Greville ftill in my head, me- 
thinks I could be as pert as ever. 

Sir Charles told us, that he should have been with us 
laCl night, but for a visit he was obliged to pay to Sir 
Harry Beauchamp; to make up for which hindrance, he 
took horse, and ordered his equipage to follow him. 

He is gone to pay his duty, as he is pleased to call it, to 
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my grandmamma, in my uncle’s coach, my uncle with 
him. If they cannot prevail on my grandmamma to come 
hither to dinner, and if she is desirous Sir Charles should 
dine with her, he will oblige her —by my aunt's leave., was 
his address to her. But perhaps she will have the good¬ 
ness to add her company to his, as she knows thatvriW give 
us all double pleasure: She loves to give pleasure. Often 
does the dear Lady say, “How can palsied age, which is 
but a terrifying objeft to youth, expeft the indulgence, 
the love, of the young and gay, if it does not ^tudy to pro¬ 
mote those pleasures which itself was fond of in youth.? 
Enjoy innocently your season, girls, once said she, set¬ 
ting half a score of us into country dances. I watch for the 
failure of my memory; and shall never give it over for 
quite lo^l, till I forget what were my own innocent wishes 
and delights in the days of my youth.” 

Tuesday, Five o'clock. 

My uncle and Sir Charles came back to dinner; my 
grandmamma with them. She was so good as to give 
them her company, at the firft word. Sir Charles, as we 
sat at dinner, and afterwards, saw me weak in mind, 
bashful, and not quite recovered; and he seemed to watch 
my uncle’s eyes, and so much diverted him and all of us, 
that my uncle had not opportunity to put forth, as usual. 
How aid this kind protection assure mel I thought my¬ 
self quite well; and was so chearfully silent when Sir 
Charles talked, that my grandmamma and aunt, who had 
placed me between them, whispered me severally—^You 
look charmingly easy, love—^You look like yourself, my 
dear. Yet ^11 this mischievoixj Greville ran in my head. 

My imcle took notice, that Sir Charles had said, he 
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guessed at the writer of the note. He wished he would 
give him an /Vm, as he called it, whom he thought of. 

You observe, Sir, answered Sir Charles, that the writer 
says, Mr. Greville was in wine. He professes to be an en- 
courager of the people of the George in Northampton. 
He often appoints company to meet him there. I imagine 
the writer to be the head waiter of the house: The bills 
delivered me in, seem to have been written in such a hand 
as the note, as far as I can carry the hand-writing in my eye. 

Ads-heart, said my uncle, that’s undoubtedly right: 
Your name’s up. Sir, I can tell you, among men, women, 
and children. This man, in his note, calls you [Look 
else!] the mo^t generous and noble of men. He says, we 
shall never know the writer! —^Ads-dines I the man mu^ 
deal in art magic, that conceals himself from you, if you 
have a mind to find him out. 

Well, but, said Lucy, if this be so, I am concerned at 
the reality of the information. Such threatenings as Mr. 
Greville throws out are not to be slighted. Very true, said 
my uncle. Mr. Deane and I (Mr. Deane will certainly be 
here by-and-b^) will go and discourse with Greville him¬ 
self to-morrow, please the Lord. 

Sir Charles begged that this matter might be left to his 
management. Mr. Greville and I, said he, are upon such 
a foot, as, whether he be so sincerely my friend as I am 
his, or not, will warrant a visit to him; and he cannot but 
take it as a civility, on my return into these parts. 

Should he be affronting. Sir Charles? said my uncle— 

I can have patience, if he should. He cannot be grossly 
so. 

I know not that^ repliei^my uncle: Mr. Greville is a 
roiSler! 
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II Well, dear Mr. Selby, leave this matter to me. PFere 
(there to be danger; the way to avoid it, is not to appear to 
roe afraid of it. One man’s fear gives another courage. I 
f have no manner of doubt of being able to bring Mr. Gre- 
'’ville with me to an amicable dish of tea, or to dinner, 
which you please, to-morrow. 

Ads-heart, Sir, I wish not to see at either, the wretch 
who could threaten the life of a man so dear to us all. 

Sir Charles bowed to my uncle for his sincere compli¬ 
ment. I have nothing to do, said he, but to invite myself 
either to breakfa^l, or to dine, with him. His former 
scheme of appearing to the world well with me, in order 
to save his spirit, will be resumed; and all will be right. 

My aunt expressed her fears, however, and looked at 
me, as I did at her, with a countenance, I suppose, far 
from being unapprehensive: But Sir Charles said. You 
mu^t leave me, my dear friends, to my own methods; nor 
be anxious for my safety. I am not a rash man: I can pity 
Mr. Greville; and the man I pity, cannot easily provoke 
me. 

We were all the easier for what the chRrmingly-cool, 
because truly-brave, man said on a subjedl which has 
given us all so much terror. 

But was he not very good, my dear, not to say pne word 
all this day of the important errand on which he came 
down? And to lead the subjefts of conversation with de¬ 
sign, as my aunt and grandmamma both thought, as well 
as I, that my uncle should not? and to give me time to 
recover my spirits? Yet when he did address himself to 
me, never were tenderness and respeft so engagingly, 
mingled. This my uncle observed, as well as my Aunt 
and Lucy. How the duce, said he, does this Sir Charles 
manage it? He has a way no man but him ever found out 
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—He can court without speech: He can take one’s heart, 
and say never a word. Hay, Harriet! looking archly. 

Mr. Deane is come—In charming health and spirits 
—Thank God 1 With what cordiality did Sir Charles and 
he embrace each other! 

Sir Charles attended my grandmamma home: So we 
had not his company at supper. No convenience without 
its contrary.' He is her own son: She is his own parent. 
Such an unafFedted Love, on both sides I—Such a sweet- 
ly-easy, yet respediful, familiarity between them! What 
additional pleasures muft a young woman in my situa¬ 
tion have, when she can consider herself as the bond of 
union between the family she is of, and that she is enter¬ 
ing into! How dreadful, on the contrary, mu^l be her 
case, who is the occasion of propagating dissension, irre¬ 
concilable hatred, and abhorrence, between her own rela¬ 
tions and those of the man to whom she for life engages 
herself! 

My grandmother and Sir Charles were no sooner gone, 
than my uncl^began to talk with Mr. Deane on the sub- 
jedl that is nearedl all our hearts. I was afraid the conver¬ 
sation would not be managed to my liking; and having 
too ju^ ^n excuse to ask leave to withdraw, from bad, or 
rather no redl, la^l night, I made use of it; and here in my 
closet (preparing now, however, for it) am I, 

Tour ever afedionate 

HARRIET BYRON. 
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LETTER XLVI. 

Miss Byron. In Continuation. 

Wednesday Morning, Nov. 8. 

S IRCHARLESIet my grandmother come hither by 
herself. He is gone to visit that Greville. We are all in 
pain for him: But Mr. Deane comforts us. 

After breakfa^, thus began my uncle upon me. 

Here, Dame Selby, are we ftill at a fault. Harriet 
knows not what she would be at; and you uphold her in 
her nonsenses. Delicacy! Delicacy! The duce take me if I 
have any notion of it!—^What a pize are you about.? 

Dear Sir! why am I blamed? said I. What would you 
have me do that I have not done? 

Dol why I would have you give him his Day, and keep 
to it; that I would have you do: And not shilly-shally for 
ever—and subject the beft of men to insults. All your 
men will be easy and quiet, when the ceremony is over, 
and they know there is no remedy. 

My good Mr. Selby, said my grandmamma, you 
now blame without reason. Sir Charles was full ha^ly. 
Harriet was a little more nice perhaps, her Lover con¬ 
sidered, than she needed to be. Yet I don’t know, but I, 
in her case, should have done as she did; and expedied as 
much time as she was willing to take. It was not a very 
long one, Mr. Selby, from the declaration he made; and 
he is a man himself of great delicacy. Harriet very readily 
acknowleged to him the preference she gave him to all 
men; and when she found him very earnest for a short 
day, she, by her laft Letter, threw herself generously into 
his power. He is full of aclMowlegements upon it; and so 
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he ought to be. To me he has said all that a man should say 
of his gratitude, upon the occasion; and he declared to 
me la^t night, that it was with difficulty he forbore taking 
advantage of her goodness to him: But that he checked 
himself, and led to other subjefts, seeing how much the 
dear creature was disordered, and being apprehensive, 
that if he had begun upon one so interefting, or even 
wished to talk with her alone, he should have encreased 
her disorder. 

Oy, Oy 1 Sir Charles is considerate; and Harriet should 
be grateful: But indeed my Dame Selby is as silly, to the 
full, as Harriet. She is for having Harriet keep her in 
countenance in the dance she led me, so many years ago 
—^Lady G. for my money. She finds you all out in your 
Masonry. 

Mr. Selby, said my aunt, I only refer myself to what 
our venerable parent ju^t now said. 

And so don’t think it worth while to hold an argument 
with me, I suppose.^ 

I did not know, my dear, that you wanted to hold an 
argument. 

Your servant, madam—with that sly leer —So like 
Harriet! and Harriet so like you 1 

But, Mr. Selby, said my grandmamma, will you be 
pleased to tell the dear child, if you think her wrong, what 
IS the next ftep she should take.? 

Think her wrong 1 —^Next ^ep!—^Why, the next itep 
is, as she has promised to oblige him, and to be direfted by 
him, to keep her word, and not hum nor haw about the 
matter. . 

Mr. Deane, who had been»shewn and told every-thing 
that had passed since we saw him lait, said. You don’t 
know^ Mr. Selby, that my daughter Byron will make un- 
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necessary parade. Sir Charles you find, in tenderness tc 
her, asked no question yesterday; made no claim —She 
could not begin the subject. 

But, said Lucy, I cannot but say, that my cousin is in 
some fault. 

Look you there, now! said my uncle. 

We all ^ared at Lucy; for she spoke and looked very 
seriously. 

Might she not have said, proceeded she, when Sir 
Charles surprised her at his firft arrival (what tho’ her 
heart was divided between pa^t terror and present joy?) 
Here I am. Sir, at your service: Are you prepared for to¬ 
morrow.?—^And then made him one of her be^ courtesies? 

Sauce-box! Well, well, I believe I have been a little 
hally in my judgment (rapping under the table with his 
knuckles): But I am so afraid, that something will hap¬ 
pen between the cup and the lip—Here, la^ night, I 
dreamt that Lady Clementina and he were going to be 
married—Give me your hand, my dear Harriet, and 
don’t revoke the kindness in your laft Letter to him, but 
whatever be the Day he proposes, comp’ly, and you will 
win my heart for ever. 

As Sir Charles leads, Harriet mu^/oZ/ow, resumed my 
grandmamma. You men are sad prescribers in^hese deli¬ 
cate cases, Mr. Selby. You will be put to it, my dear Icwe, 
taking my hand, before this day is over, now you seem so 
purely recovered. Sir Charles Grandison is not a dream¬ 
ing Lover. Prepare your mind, my child: You’ll be put to 
it, I do assure you. 

Why, oy; I can’t but say. Sir Charles is a man—^Don’t 
you, my lovely hove, be too much a woman 1—^Too close a 
copier of your aunt Selby here!—and, as I said, you will 
have my heart for ever—Oy, and Sir Charles’s too; for he 
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is not one of your sorry fellows that can’t diftinguish be¬ 
tween a favour and a folly. 

My uncle then went out with a flourish, and took Mr. 
Deane with him; leaving only my grandmamma, my 
aunt, my Lucy, and your Harriet, together. 

We had a good deal of talk upon the important subjedf. 
The conclusion was, that I would refer Sir Charles to my 
grandmamma, if he were urgent for the Day; and she 
was veiled with a discretionary power to determine for 
her girl. 

Such of my cloaths, then, as were near finished, were 
ordered to be produced, with some of the ornaments. 
They were all to sit in judgment upon them. 

Surely, Lady G. these are solemn circumilances, light¬ 
ly as my uncle thinks of them. Muil not every thoughtful 
young creature, on so great a change, and for life, have 
conflidls in her mind, be her prospedls ever so happy, as 
the Day approaches? Of what materials muil the hearts 
of runaways, and of fugitives to men half-ilrangers to 
them, be comppunded? 

My aunt has juil left with me the following Billet, from 
Sir Charles, diredled to my uncle, from Mr. Greville’s: 

Dear Mr. Selby, 

I REGRET every moment that I pass out of Selby- 
house, or Shirley-manor: And as I have so few particu¬ 
lar friends in these parts out of your family, I think I 
ought to account to you for the hours I do: Nor will I, 
now our friendship is so unalterably fixed and acknow- 
leged, apologize for giving myself, by this means, the 
consequence with your famfily, that every one of yours, 
for tfieir single sakes, is of to me, superadded to the ten¬ 
dered attachments to one dear person of it. 



3 i8 TA# History 0/ [Vol. 5. 

I found the gentleman in a less happy disposition than 
I expefted. 

It is with inexpressible reluftance that he thinks, as 
my happy Day draws near, of giving up all hopes of an 
objeft so dear to him. He seemed strangely balancing on 
this subjeft, when I was introduced to him. Hein^antly 
proposed to me, and with some fierceness, that I would 
suspend all thoughts of marriage for two months to come, 
or at lei^ for one. I received his request with proper in¬ 
dignation. He pretended to give reasons respe< 5 Iing him¬ 
self: I allowed not of them. 

After some canvassings, he swore, that he would be 
complied with in something. His alternative was, my din¬ 
ing with him, and with some of his chosen friends, whom 
he had invited. 

I have reason to think these friends are those to whom 
he expressed himself with violence at the George, as over¬ 
heard, I suppose, by the waiter there. 

He rode out, he owned, ye^erday morning, with in¬ 
tent to meet me; for he boafts, that he kiyjws all my mo¬ 
tions, and those of a certain beloved young Lady. Let 
him., let every-body, who thinks it their concern to watch 
our ^eps, be made acquainted with them; The honest 
heart aims not at secrets. I should glory in receiving Miss 
Byron’s hand, from yours. Sir, before ten thousand wit¬ 
nesses. 

Mr. Greville had rode out the night before; he did not 
say to meet me; but he knew I was expefted at Selby- 
house, either on Monday night, or ye^erday morning:, 
And on his return, not meeting me, he and his friends 
passed their night at the Gedrge, as mentioned, and rode 
out together in the morning—In hopes of meeting me, 
he said; and to engage me to suspend my happy 
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Poor man! had he been in his right mindy he could not 
have hoped (had he met me on the road) to have been 
heard on such a subjeft. 

An aft of oblivion, and thorough reconciliation, he 
calls it, is to pass, in presence of his expefted friends. 

You will not take notice of what I have hinted at, out of 
the family, whatever designed. 

In the temper he would have found me in, had he met 
me, nothing unhappy could have happened; for he is 
really to be pitied. 

We are now perfeft friends. He is full of good wishes. 
He talks of a visit to Lady Frampton of a month. I write 
thus particularly, that I may not allow such a subjeft as 
this to interfere with that delightful one which engrosses 
my whole attention; and which I hope, in the evening, 
will be honoured with the attention of the beloved and 
admired of every heart, as well as that of 

Tour ever obliged and ajffe&ionate 

, CH. GRANDISON. 

Poor wicked Greville 1 —May he go to Lady Framp¬ 
ton’s, or where-ever else, so it be fifty miles diftant from 
us. I shaH be afraid of him, till I hear he has quitted, for a 
time, his seat in this neighbourhood. . ^ 

What a glorious quality is courage, when it is diveftedD' 
of rashness 1 When it is founded on integrity of heart, and 
innocence of life and manners I But, otherwise founded, 
Is it not rather to be called savageness, and brutality 

How much trouble have I given your brother! What 
dangers have I involved him in I It cannot be possible for 
me ever to reward him.—But the proudeft heart may 
deem it a glory to owe obligation to Sir CharlesGrandison. 
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LETTER XLVII. 

Miss Byron. /« Continuation, 

Wednesday Night, Nov. 8. 

S IRCHARLESbroke away, and came hither by our 
tea-time. I was in my closet, writing. They all crouded 
about him. He avoided particulars: Only said, that all 
was friendship between Mr. Greville and himself; and 
that Mr. Greville came with him part of the way; full of 
his resumed scheme, of appearing to be upon a good un¬ 
derstanding with him, and a friend to the alliance be¬ 
tween him and us. 

Sir Charles looked about him as if for somebody he 
saw not. My aunt came up to me; My dear, do you know 
who is come? She then gave me the above particulars. 
We had a summons to tea. We hastened down. He met 
us both at the parlour-door. O madam, said he, what pre¬ 
cious hours have I loSt!—I have been patience itself! 

I congratulated him on what my aunt had told me. I 
found he intended, as he says in his Billet, that the parti¬ 
culars he gave in it should answer our curiosity; and to 
have done with the subjeft. What a charming possession 
of himself, that he could be in such a brangle, as I may 
call it^and which might have had fatal consequences; yet 
to be so wholly, and so soon, diverted of the subjeft; and 
so infinitely agreeable upon half a score others, as they 
offered from one or other as we sat at tea. ^ 

Tea was no sooner over, than he singled me out— 
May I, madam, beg the favt)ur of an half-hour’s audi¬ 
ence? 

Sir, Sir I hesitated the simpleton, and was going to be- 
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tray my expeftation, by expressing some little reluftance; 
but, recollefting myself, I suffered him to lead me into 
the Cedar-parlour. When there, seating me—Now, ma¬ 
dam, let me again thank you, a thousand and a thousand 
times, for the honour of your laft condescending Letter. 

He but ju^l touched my hand, and appeared so en¬ 
couragingly respeftful!—I mu^ have loved him then, if I 
had not before. 

You have, my dearest Miss Byron, a man before you 
that never can be ungrateful. Believe me, my dearest 
Life, tho’ I have urged you as I have, you are absolutely 
your own mistress of the Day, and of every day of my life, 
as far as it shall be in my power to make you so. You part 
with power, my lovely Miss Byron, but to find it with 
augmentation. Only let me beseech you, now I have 
given it you back again, not to permit your heart to be 
swayed by mere motives of punftilio. 

A charming glow had overspread his cheek; and he 
looked as when I beheld him in his siller’s dressing-room, 
after he had re^^ued me from the hands of the then cruel, 
now mortified. Sir Hargrave Pollexfen. 

Punftilio, mere punftilio. Sir, shall weigh with me. 
What I wrote to you I intended to comply with. My 
heart, Sit; is— Yours !—I would have said—Why would 
not my tongue speak it? —My, my, I stammered—Why 
did I hammer.?—Had I not owned it before to be so.^— 
My grandmamma. Sir, and aunt—I could not at that 
inftant, for my life, say another word. 

Sweet confusion! I urge you no more on this topic, 
ju^ now:•! joyfully take your reference. Then drawing a 
chair next me, he kissed his fewn hand, and held it out, as 
it were, courting mine. I yielded it to him, as by an invol¬ 
untary motion—^yet my heart was forwarder than my 

y 
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hand. He tenderly grasped it—^retaining it—and instead 
of urging the approaching Day, talked to me as if it were 
passed. 

I have a request to make to your grandmother, your 
uncle and aunt, your Lucy, and our Mr. Deane; it is a 
very bold one: That when I have been blessed with your 
hand, they will be so good as to accompany their beloved 
Harriet, then no more Byron, but Grandison, to my 
family-seat, and see the beloved of every heart happily 
fixed, and in possession of it. The house is venerable; I 
will not call it old; but large and convenient. Compassion 
for your neighbouring admirers will induce you to sup¬ 
port me in this requeft. You cannot bear, I imagine, 
without a lessening of your own joy (if I prove the ju^, 
the grateful man to you, that, if I know myself, I shall be) 
either to see at church, or in your visits, those men who 
preferred you to all women; or, if they forbear the one or 
the other, to account with a gentle sigh for their forbear¬ 
ance. Other women might triumph secretly on such occa¬ 
sions; but I, even I, the successful, thp diftinguished 
man, shall not forbear some inward pity for them. Now, 
madam, an excursion of a month or two, if no more, 
made by those dear friends, who otherwise will be loth, so 
soon as I wish, to part with you, will wean^ as { may say, 
these unhappy men from you. Mr. Orme, Mr. Greville, 
will not then be obliged to quit their own houses, and this 
neighbourhood. I shall not, whenever I ^lep into com¬ 
pany, see dejefted men, whose dejeftion is owing, as they 
will think, to my happiness: All your new relations will 
attend you, in turn, in the house that I always loved, and 
wished to settle in; your owh relations with you, and wit¬ 
nesses of our mutual happiness—Support me, gener¬ 
ously support me, in this proposal, when I shall be 
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intitled, byyour goodness, to makeit.—Silent, mydeareil 
Love!—If I have been too early in thus opening my heart 
to you, do me the justice to suppose that it is owing to my 
wishes to pass over another interesting subjeft which 
muSt take place before my proposal can; and which, how¬ 
ever, engages my whole heart. 

I might well be silent: I could not find utterance for 
the emotions of my heart. I withdrew my hand to take my 
handkerchief [You have often told me, Lady G. that I 
was born in an April morning]; but putting it into my 
other hand, I gratefully (I hope not too fondly) laid it in 
his way to take it again. He did, with an air that had both 
veneration and gratitude in it—My deareSl life, tenderly 
grasping it—how amiable this goodness!—You are not, 
I see, displeased. 

Displeased!—O, Sir Charles!—But, alas! while I am 
too-too happy, the exalted Lady abroad!—She 1 she, only 
—Your friend Jeronymo’s laSl Letter— 

Thus brokenly did I express (what my heart was full 
of) her worthiness, my inferiority. 

Exalted creature!—^Angelic goodness! You are Clem¬ 
entina and Harriet, both in one: One mind certainly 
forms you both. 

Juft then came in my aunt Selby. I have, madam, said 
he to her, been making a recjueft to your beloved niece: I 
am exceedingly earneft in it. She will be so good as to 
break it to you; and I hope— 

O Sir 1 interrupted my too eager aunt, supposing it had 
been for the Day, Mrs. Shirley has the power— 

My dear Aunt Selby! said I. 

What have I said, Love.?^ 

He caught eagerly at it—^Happy miftake! said he. My 
dear Mrs. Selby, I thank you. 

yz 
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He bowed, kissed my hand, and left me, to go to my 
grandmamma, to inform himself of what he had to hope 
for, as to the Day, from her. 

I told my aunt what the request was, and what a con¬ 
versation we had had: And what, madam, said I, have 
you done! 

My aunt approved of his proposal. It will be the pride 
of your uncle’s heart and mine, said she, to see you settled 
in Grandison-hall. 

In less than a quarter of an hour Sir Charles returned, 
overjoyed, with an open Billet in his hand, from the ven¬ 
erable parent. What short work did my grandmamma 
make of it! This is it: 

I 'O me, my Harriet, you have referred the mo^l im- 

X portant Day of your life. May the Almighty shower 
down his blessings on it! Thursday, next week, is the 
Day, that, God willing, shall cfdwirthe-hapi^ess ofais. 
"aH. Make ndobJeiSiionsVmy^^are'^ chlldTHa^en to me, 
and say. You acquiesce chearfully in the determination of 

Tour ever affectionate 

HENRIETTA SHIRLEY.” 

• 

Had you seen, my dear Charlotte, with what tender 
respedl your brother approached me, and with what an 
inimitable grace he offered me the open Billet, how would 
you have been charmed with him I The excellent Mrs. 
Shirley, said he, would not permit me to bring this inr 
e^fimable paper folded. I have contemplated the propit¬ 
ious lines all the way. On my knee let me thank you, my 
dear Miss Byron, for your acquiescence with her deter¬ 
mination. He kissed my hand on one knee. 
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He saw me di^urbed [Could I help it? There is some¬ 
thing awful in the fixing of the very Day, Lady G.; but I 
tried to recover myself. I would fain avoid appearing 
guilty of affeftation in his eyes], I will not add a word 
more, my Angel, said he, on the joyful subjeft. Only tell 
me. Shall we hasten to attend the condescending parent? 

My duty to her. Sir, said I (but with more hesitation 
than I wished) shall be an earned of that which I am so 
soon, so very soon, to vow to you: And I gave him my hand. 

There is no describing to you, my dear Lady G. the 
looks, the manner, with which it was received, by the 
moft ardent, and yet mo^ respedlful, of Lovers. 

I had scarce approached my grandmamma, and begun 
to utter something of the much my heart was filled with, 
when my Uncle and Mr. Deane (by miftake, I believe) 
were admitted. 

Well, let us know every-thing about it, said my uncle 
—I hope Sir Charles is pleased. I hope— 

The Day was named to him. 

Well, well„thank God! And he spoke in an accent that 
expressed his joy. 

Your niece has pleased you now, I hope, Mr. Selby, 
said my grandmamma. 

Pretty well! pretty well! God grant that we meet with 
no Put-offs! I hardly longed so much for my own Day 
with my Dame Selby there, as I have done, and do, to see 
my Harriet Lady Grandison—God, God, bless you, my 
dearest Love! and kissed my cheek.—^You have been 
very, very good, in the main—^And, but for Dame Selby, 
would have been better, as far as I know. 

You don’t do me juftic^ my dear, replied my aunt. 

Don’t I.?—^Nor did I ever—taking kindly her hand. It 
was impossible, my dear Sir Charles Grandison, for such 



326 TAtf History o/ [Vol. 5. 

a man as I to do ju^ice to this excellent woman. Ton 
never, Sir, will be so froppish as I have been: It was in my 
nature: I could not help it: But I was always sorry for 
it afterwards, —But if Harriet make you no worse a 
wife than my Dame Selby has made me^ you will not be 
unhappy—^And yet I was led a tedious dance after her, 
before I knew what she would be at—I had like to have 
forgot that. But one thing I have to request,- proceeded 
my uncle—Mr. Deane and I have been talking of it— 
God bless your dear souls, all of you, oblige me—It is. 
That we may have a joyful Day of it; and that all our 
neighbours and tenants may rejoice with us. I mu^f make 
the village smoke, hugger-mugger dorngs —^Let private 
weddings be for ^/oa^//« 7 happiness— 

O my uncle! said I— 

And O my niece, too 1 I mu§l have it so. Sir Charles, 
what sayyoa.? Are you for chamber-marriages.?—I say, 
that such are neither decent, nor godly. But you would not 
allow Lady G. to come off so—And in your own case— 

Am for doing as in Lady G’s. I mult hope to pay my 
vows at the Altar to this excellent Lady. What says my 
Miss Byron.? 

I, Sir, hope to return mine in the same sacred place 
(my face, as I felt, in a glow); but yet I shall wish to have 
it as private as possible. 

• Why, oy, to be sure—^When a woman is to do any¬ 
thing she is ashamed of—I think she is right to be pri¬ 
vate, for example-%2ks,. ShallyoK be ashamed. Sir Charles? 

Sir Charles has given it under his hand, this very day,, 
said Lucy (interrupting him, as he was going to speaic) 
that he shall glory in receivirig my cousin’s hand before 
ten thousand witnesses. 



Let. 47>] Sir Charles Grandison 327 

Make but mjA dearest Miss Byron easy on this head, 
said Sir Charles (That task, Ladies, be yours); and, so the 
Church be the place, I shall be happy in the manner. 

The ceremony, said my grandmamma, cannot be a pri¬ 
vate one with us: Every-body’s eyes are upon us. It would 
be an afFeftation in us, that would rather raise, than allay, 
curiosity. 

And I haye as good as promised the two pretty Ned- 
hams, said my uncle—and Miss Watson and her cousin 
are in expedtation— 

O my uncle! 

Dear Harriet, forgive me! These are your companions 
from childhood! You can treat them but once in your life 
in this way. They would be glad at heart to return the 
favour. 

I withdrew: Lucy followed me— Tou, Lucy, I see, 
said I, are for these public doings—But you would not, if 
it were your own case. 

Tour case is my case, Harriet. I should hardly bear 
being made a shew of with any other man: But with such 
a man as yours, if I did not hold up my head, I should give 
leer for ^are, to see how envy sat upon the womens faces. 
Tou may leer at the men, for the same reason. It will be a 
wicked day, after all, Harriet; for a general envy will 
possess the hearts of all beholders. 

Lucy, you know, my dear Lady G. is a whimsical girl. 

So, my dear, the solemn Day is fixed. If you could fa¬ 
vour me with your supporting presence—I know, if you 
come, you will be very good, now I have not, as I hope 
you will think, been guilty of much, no not of any, parade. 
—^Lucy will write Letters for me to Lady D. to my cousin 
Reeves’s, and will undertake all matters of ceremony for 
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her Harriet. May I but have the happiness to know, ,Akt 
Lady Clementina—What can I wish for Lady Clemen¬ 
tina.?—But should she be unhappy—that would indeed 
be an abatement of my felicity. • ' 

There is no such thing as thinking of the dear Emily. 
What a happiness, could I have seen Lady L. here!— 
But that cannot be. May the Day that will in its anniver¬ 
sary be the happiest of my life, give to Lord and Lady L. 
their moil earneil wishes! 

Sir Charles dispatches Frederick to-morrow to town 
with Letters: He will bring you mine. I would not go to 
reil till I had finished it. 

What have I more to say.?—I seem to have a great deal. 
My head and my heart are full: Yet it is time to draw to a 
conclusion. 

Let me, my deareil Lady G. know, if I am to have any 
hopes of your presence.? Will you be so good as to manage 
with Emily.? 

My aunt bids me suppose to you, that since we are to 
have all the world of our acquaintance, you should bring 
down your aunt Grandison with you.—We have at both 
houses a great deal of room. 

Sir Charles juil now asked my grandmamma. Whe¬ 
ther Dr. Curtis would be satisfied with a handsome pre¬ 
sent, if every one’s dear Dr. Bartlett were to perform the 
ceremony.? My grandmamma answered. That Dr. Curtis 
was one of my admiring friends. He had for years, even 
from my girlhood, prided himself with the hopes of join¬ 
ing my hand in marriage, especially if the office were per¬ 
formed in Northamptonshire. She was afraid he would 
think himself slighted; and he was a very worthy man. 

Sir Charl^ acquiesced. But, greatly as I respedl Dr. 
Curtis, I should have preferred the venerable Dr. Bart- 
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lett tp-any man in the world. A solemn, solemn subjeft, 
tho’ a joyful one! 

Adieu, adieu, my dear Lady G. Be sure continue to 
love me. I will, if possible, deserve your Love. 

Witness 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER XLVIII. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Friday Morning, Nov. 10. 

E xpect a Letter of hurry, in answer to one, two, 
three, four, five, six, I don’t know how many, of 
yours; some filled with tenderness, some with love, some 
with nicety, sense, and nonsense. I shall reckon with you 
soon for one of them, in which you take intolerable liber¬ 
ties with me. O Harriet! tremble at my resentment. You 
are downright scurrilous, my dear. 

I imputed extravagance to Emily, in my laft. The 
girl’s a good girl. I was too ha^ly. I will shew you two 
Letters ®f hers, and one of my brother, which clears up 
the imputation. I love her more and more. Poor girl! 
Love peeps out in twenty places of hers: In his, he is the 
be^l of men—^But that you knew before. 

And so the hone^l man kissed you; kissed your lip! O 
Lud! O Lud! how could you bear him afterwards in your 
sight.?—Forgiving creature!—^And so you were friends 
with him before you had time to shew your anger.—No¬ 
thing like doing impudent things in a hurry.—Some¬ 
times respeftful, sometimes free: Why this is the way of 
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all the fellows, Harriet!—^And so they go on till the re- 
speftfulness is drawn off, and nothing but the lees are 
left; and after two or three months are over, the once 
squeamish palate will be glad of them. 

I like your uncle better than I like either your aunt or 
you—^He likes me. 

What a miserable dog (Take the word for shortness, I 
am in ha^le) is Sir Hargrave 1 

Your plea again^ Clementina being compelled., or over- 
persuaded (the same thing) I much like. You are a good 
girl. 

Betwixt her excellencies and yours, how mu^l my bro¬ 
ther’s soul be divided I—I wonder he thinks of either of 
you. Ass and two bundles of hay, Harriet. But my brother 
is a nobler animal: He won’t ftarve. But I think, in my 
conscience, he should have you both. There might be a 
law made, that the case should not be brought into prece¬ 
dent till two such women should be found, and such a 
man; and all three in the like situation. 

Bagenhall, a miserable devil!—Excellent warning- 
pieces ! 

Wicked Harriet! You infefted me with your horrible 
inferences from Greville’s temper, threatenings, and-so- 
forth. The conclusion of this Letter left me a wretch!— 
If these megrims are the effect of Love, thank Heaven, I 
never knew what it was .—Sufficient to the day, and-so- 
forth. 

Devilish girl, to torment me with your dreams! If you 
ever tell me of any more of them, except they are of ^ 
different sort, woe be to you! 

I like your parting scene, «and all that. Your realities, 
thank Heaven, are more delightful than your resveries. I 
hope you’ll always find them so. 
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And so you were full of apprehensions on the favour 
your aunt did me in employing me about your nuptial 
equipments."Longz^o “you gave affeftation tothewinds.” 
Good! But the winds would not accept of your present. 
They puffed it you back again, and your servants never 
told you it was brought home. I repeat, my dear, that my 
brother is much more clever, in these scenes of Love and 
Courtship, than his miftress. You are a pretty cow, my 
Love: You give good ftore of milk, but you have a very 
careless heel. Yet when you bethink you, you are very 
good; but not always the same Harriet. Your nurse, in 
your infancy, see-sawed you— Margery-down —and you 
can’t put the pretty play out of your praftice, tho’ it is out 
of your memory. I can look back, and sometimes by your 
frowardness, sometimes by your crowing, know how it 
was with you eighteen years ago. 

My brother’s Letter to you, after he has mentioned 
his visits to the two sick Baronets, is that of a man who 
shews you genteelly, and politely, that he is sensible he 
has a pretty triQer to deal with. I wish you would square 
your conduff, by what you muft imagine a man of his 
sense would think of you. I should be too proud a minx, 
in your case, to owe obligation to my man for bearing 
with me-*-Spare me, spare me, Harriet! I have hit my¬ 
self a terrible box o’ the ear. But we can find faults in 
others, which we will not allow to be such in ourselves— 
But here is the difference between your conduit now, and 
what mine was. I knew I was wrong, and resolved one day 
to amend. You think yourself right, and, while you so 
think, will hardly ever mend, till your man ties you down 
to good behaviour. • 

Jeronymo’s Letter! O the next-to divine Clementina 1 
Indeed, Harriet, I think she out-soars you. I adore her. 
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But will she be prevailed upon to marry?—She will!—If 
she does —^Then—But, dear Soul!—^Pressed as she is— 
Having refused (in^ead of being refused) the beloved of 
her heart, she will ^lill be greater than any of her Sex, if 
she does\ the man proposed, so unexceptionable; so ten¬ 
derly loving her, in the height of her calamity, as well as 
in her prosperity!—Gratitude to him, as well as Duty to 
her parents; parents so indulgent as they.have always 
been to her; will incline her to marry. May she be happy! 
—I am pleased with your solicitude for her happiness. 

I like your answer to my brother: A good and well- 
deserved resignation. Let’s see how you keep to it. 

You do keep to it— as I expeded —^Ah, Harriet! you 
are quite a girl sometimes; tho’ at others more than wo¬ 
man I “Will he not ask leave to come down?’’ Fine resig¬ 
nation 1 —“Will he not write, fir^t?’’—^Yes yes, he will do 
every-thing he ought to do. Look to your own behaviour, 
child; don’t fear but his will be all as it should be. 

As to your finery; How now, Harriet 1 Art you to direct 
every-thing; yet pretend to ask advice? B^ contented that 
every-thing is done for you of this sort, and learn to be 
humble. Surely, we that have passed the Rubicon, are not 
to be direfted by you, who never came in sight of the 
river. But you, maidens, are poor, proud, pragmatical 
mortals. You profess ignorance; but in imagine you 

are at the tip-top of your wisdom. 

But here you come with your horrid fears again. 
Would to the Lord the Day were over; and you and my 
brother were —Upon my life—^you are a—^But I won!t 
call you names. 

Lucy thinks you should go to Shirley-manor when my 
brother is there—Egregious folly! I did not think Lucy 
could have been so silly. 
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Concerning our cousin Reeves’s wanting to be present 
at your nuptials—^your invitation to me—and what you 
say of Emily—more anon. 

Well, and so my brother has sent you the expefted 
Letter. Does it please you, Harriet.? The duce is in you, if 
it don’t. 

But you are not pleased with it, it seems. He is too 
ha^ty for you. Where’s the boa^ted-of resignation, Har¬ 
riet.? True Female resignation! 

Tell Lucy, I am obliged to her, for her transcriptions. 
I shall be very proud of her correspondence. 

“Your aunt thinks he is full ha^ty.”—Your aunt’s a 
simpleton, as well as you. My service to her. 

But is the D —1 in the girl again.? What would have be¬ 
come of Lady L. and me, had you not sent both Letters 
together that relate to Greville’s supposed malignance.? 
I tremble, nevertheless, at the thought of what might 
have been. But I will not forgive Lucy for advising you to 
send to us your horribly-painted terrors. What could 
possess her to advise you to do so, andjyo«, to follow her 
advice.? I forgive not either of you. In revenge, I will re¬ 
mind you, that they were good women to whom my bro¬ 
ther owed all the embarrasments of his paft life. 

But a‘Caution, Harriet!—Never, never, let foolish 
dreams claim a moment of your attention—Imminent as 
seemed the danger, your super^ition made it more dread¬ 
ful to you than otherwise it would have been. You have a 
mind superior to such foibles: Aft up to its native dig¬ 
nity, and let not the follies of your nurses, in your infan¬ 
tile ftate,* be carried into your matufer age, to depreciate 
your womanly reason.—D« you think I don’t dream, as 
well as you.? 

Well might ye all rejoice in his safety. “Hang about 



334 7 %^ History c/ [Vol. 5. 

his neck, for joy 1 ” So you ought, if you thought it would 
do him honour. Hush, hush, proud girl! don’t scold, me! 
I think were a king your man, he would have been hon¬ 
oured by the charming freedom. “Caft himself at your 
feet 1 ” And you ought to have caft yourself at his. “There 
can be no reserve to him after this,’’ you say: Nor ought 
there, had it not been for this. Did you not signify to him, 
by Letter, that you would resign to his generosity? Let 
me whisper you, Harriet—Sure you proud maiden 
minxes think —But I did once—I often wonder in my 
heart—But men and women are cheats to one another. 
But we may, in a great measure, thank the poetical tribe 
for the fascination. I hate them all. Are they not inflamers 
of the wor^t passions? With regard to the Epics^ would 
Alexander, madman as he was, have been so much a mad¬ 
man, had it not been for Homer? Of what violences, mur¬ 
ders, depredations, have not the Epic poets been the 
occasion, by propagating false honour, false glory, and 
false religion? Those of the amorous class ought in all ages 
(could their future genius’s for tinkling sound and mea¬ 
sure have been known) to have been Ifrangled in their 
cradles. Abusers of talents given them for better pur¬ 
poses (for, all this time, I put Sacred poesy out or the 
que^ion); and avowedly claiming a right to htJicentious^ 
and to overleap the bounds of decency, truth, and nature. 
What a rant I How came these fellows into my rambling 
head? O, I remember—My whisper to you led me into 
all this ftuff. 

Well, and you at la^l recoiled!: the trouble you havp^ 
given my brother about you. Good girl 1 Had I remem- 
bred thaty I would have spared you my reflexions upon 
the poets and poeta^ers of all ages, the rra/y-inspired 
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ones excepted: And yet I think the others should have 
been banished our commonwealth, as well as Plato’s. 

Well, but, to shorten my nonsense, nowyoa have short¬ 
ened yours—The Day is at laft fixed—^Joy, joy, joy, to 
you, my lovely Harriet, and to my Brother!—^And it 
muft be a public affair!—^Why—that’s right, since it 
would be impossible to make it a private one. 

My honeft man is mad for joy. He fell down on his 
knees, to beg of me to accept oiyour invitation, and of his 
company. I made a merit of obliging him, tho’ I would 
have been as humble to him^ rather than not be with you; 
and yet, by one saucy line, I imagine you had rather be 
without me. 

Your cousin Reeves’s are ready to set out. 

God bless you, invite aunt Nell, in form: She thinks 
herself neglefted. A nephew whom she so dearly loves! 
Very hard! she says.—And she never was but at one 
wedding, and has forgot how it was; and may never be at 
another—^Pink and yellow, all is ready provided, go down 
or not—O but, if you choose not her company, I will tell 
you how to come off—Give her your word and honour 
that she shall be a person of prime account at your firft 
Chriftening. Yet she would be glad to be present on both 
occasion®. 

But ah, the poor Emily!—She has also been on her 
knees to me, to take her down with me—^What shall I do.^ 
—^Dear Soul, she embarrasses me! I have put her upon 
writing to her Guardian, for his leave. I believe she has 
written. If she knew her own case, I think she would not 
desire it/ 

Poor Lady L!—She is robbed, she says, of one of the 
greateft pleasures of her life. Ah, Charlotte! said she to 
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me, wringing my hand, these husbands owe us a great 
deal. This is an humbling circumstance. Were not my 
Lord dLXid yours the beSl of husbands — 

The beSt of husbands! Wretches! said I. You may for¬ 
give yours, Caroline—You are a good creature—But not 
I mine. And something else I said, that made her laugh 
in the midSt of her lacrymals. But she begs and prays of 
me, not to go down to you, unless all should be over with 
her. I can do her no good; and only increase my own 
apprehensions, if I am with her. A blessed way two poor 
souls of sisters of us are in.—Sorry fellows 1 

And yet, Harriet, with such prospedts as these before 
them, some girls leap windows, swim rivers, climb walls 
—Duce take their folly: Their choice is their punish¬ 
ment. Who can pity such rash souls as those.^ Thanks be 
praised, you, Harriet, are going on to keep in counten¬ 
ance the two anxious siSters, 

Who, having shot the gulph, delight to see 
Succeeding souls plunge in with like uncertainty'. 

Says a good man, on a Still more serious occasion. 

Good news! joyful news I—I shall, I shall, go down to 
you. Nothing to hinder me! Lord L. proud as a*peacock, 
is this moment come for me: I am hurrying away with 
him. A fine Boy!—SiSter safe!—^Harriet, Lucy, Nancy, 
for your own future encouragement, Huzzah, girls!—I 
am gone. 
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LETTER XLIX. 

Miss Byron, To Lady G. 

Thursday^ Nov. 9. 

M y aunt is so much afraid that every-thing will not be 
ready, that she puts me upon writing to you, to 
hasten what remains. I am more than half a fool—But 
that I always was. My spirits sink at the thoughts of so 
public a Day. The mind, my grandmamma says, can but 
be full; and it would have been filled by the circumstance, 
had not the publicness of the Day given me something 
more of grievance. 

I am afraid, sometimes, that I shall not support my 
spirits; that I shall be ill—Then I think something will 
happen—Can it be, that I shall be the wife of Sir Charles 
Grandison.^ I can hardly believe it. 

Sir Charles is tenderly concerned for me. It would be 
impossible, he says, that the Day could be private, unless 
I were to go to London; and the very proposing of that 
would put my uncle out of all patience; who prides him¬ 
self in the thought of having his Harriet married from 
his own h€)use: Nor could I expeft my grandmamma’s 
presence. He does all he can to assure my heart, and di¬ 
vert me: A thousand agreeable lively things he says: So 
tender, so considerate, in his joy!—surely I shall be too 
happy. But will you come.? Can you.? And if you do, will 
you be good.? Will you make my case your own.? 

My uncle, at times, is prodigiously headstrong. Every 
hour he does or says something wrong; yet we dare not 
chide him. Thursday next will be one of the greatest days 
of his life, he says; and it shall be all his own. He either 

z 
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sings, hums, or whittles, in every motion. He resolves^ he 
says, to get his beil dancing legs in readiness. He Parted 
up from table after dinner this day, and caught hold of 
Lucy’s hand, and whisked her round the room. Dear toad, 
he called her; a common address of his to Lucy (I say, 
because she has a jewel in her head); and flourishing 
about with her in a very humorous manner, put her quite 
out, on purpose to laugh at her; for she would have been 
in, if he would have let her, for the humour-sake. He was 
a fine dancer in his youth. 

Miss Orme breakfasted with us this morning. She, no 
doubt, threw herself in our way on purpose to hear the 
news of the appointed Day confirmed. My uncle offi¬ 
ciously told her, it would be one day next week. She nam¬ 
ed the very Day, and turned pale, on his owning she was 
not mi^aken. She hoped, she said, her brother would 
bear the shock, as he had been long destitute of hope. 
But, said she, he promised me, before he went abroad, to 
carry me to London on a visit to some relations there. I 
will remind him; and hope to prevail on him to set out 
next Monday or Tuesday. 

God bless you! my dear Miss Byron, said she, at part¬ 
ing; may your buftle be happily over! I shall pity you. 
You will pay for being so universally admiredrBut your 
penance will be but for two days; the very Day, and that 
of your appearance', and in both your man will bear you 
out: His merit, his person, his address.—^Happy Miss 
Byron 1 The universal approbation is yours. But I muft 
have you contrive some how, that my brother may see hip. 
before he is yours: His heart will be the easier afterwards. 

—Sent for down by my grandmamma.—^Dear Lucy, 
make up the Letter for me. I know you will be glad of the 
opportunity. 
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Continued by Lucy.] “Will Lady G. admit me, in this 
abrupt manner, into her Imperial presence? I know she 
will, on this joyful occasion, accept of any intelligence. 
The poor Harriet! My uncle Selby would invite all the 
country, if they came in his way. Four of my cousin’s old 
playfellows have already been to claim his promise. He 
wished, he said, he had room for all the world; it should 
be welcome. 

“He will have the Great Barn, as it is called, cleared 
out; a tight large building, which is to be illuminated at 
night with a profusion of lights; and there are all his 
tenants, and those of Shirley-manor, to be treated, with 
their wives, and such of their sons and daughters as are 
more than Twelve years old. The treat is to be a cold one. 
Hawkins, his Reward, who is well respefted by them all, 
is to have the direftion of it. My uncle’s Oftober is not to 
be spared. It will co^t two days, at lea^, to roa^l, boil, and 
bake, for them. The carpenters are already sent for. Half 
a dozen bonfires are to be lighted up, round the Great 
Barn; and the ^acks of wood are not to be spared, to turn 
winter into summer, as my uncle expresses himself. 

“Neither the poor nor the populace are to be admitted, 
that the confusion, almoil unavoidable from a promis¬ 
cuous multitude, may be avoided. But notice will be 
given, that two houses in the neighbouring village, held 
by tenants of the family, and one near Shirley-manor, 
will be opened at Twelve on Thursday, and be kept open 
for the re^ of the day, till Ten at night, for the sake of all 
who choose to go thither. The Churchwardens are pre¬ 
paring a of the poor people; who, on Friday morning, 
were to receive Five shillings apiece, which Sir Charles 
has desired to make Ten \ on condition that they shall not 
be troublesome on the day. 


Z2 
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“Poor Sir Hargrave, to whom all this joyful bustle is 
primarily owing!—I tell Harriet, that she has not, with 
all her punctilio, been half pundlilious enough. She should 
have had him, after all, on the motive of Prince Prettiman 
in the Rehearsal. 

“Dear madam, can your Ladyship allow of this idle 
rattle.^ But I have not time to make up for it by a cere¬ 
monious conclusion; tho’ I am, with the trueil respedf. 
Lady G’s 

Moll obedient humble Servant, 

LUCY SELBY. 


LETTER L. 

Lady G. To Miss Byron. 

Saturday, Nov. 11. 

I WRITE a few lines, if, writing to you, I can write a 
few, by the special messenger that carries down all the 
remaining apparatus, which was committed to my care. 
We women are sad creatures for delaying things to the 
la^l moment. We hurry the men: We hurry dUr work¬ 
women, milaners, mantua-makers, friends, allies, con¬ 
federates, and ourselves. When once we have given the 
Day, night and day, we neither take re^, nor give it: 
When, if we had the rare felicity of knowing our minds 
sooner, all might go on fair and softly. But then the gentle. 
passion, I doubt, would glide into insipidity. W'ell, and I 
have heard my brother say, “That things in general are 
be^ as they are.” Why, I believe so; for all these honest 
souls, as mantua-makers, attire-women, workwomen, en- 
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joy a hurry that is occasioned by a wedding, and are half 
as well pleased with it, as if it were their own. They sim¬ 
per, smirk, gossip over Bridal finery; spread this on their 
arms or shoulders; admire that—^Look you here—Look 
ye there! And is not this?—Is not that?—^And, Did you 
ever 1 —No, never, in my born days I—And is the Bride, 
do you say, such a lovely creature?—^And is the Bride¬ 
groom as handsome a man, as she is a woman?—O lud! 
O dear!—^Would to Heaven Northamptonshire were 
nearer, that one might see how charming, how graceful, 
how becoming!—and-so-forth. 

And why should not we women, after all, contrive to 
make hurry-skurries, [You see how I correft myself as I 
go along] and make the world think our affairs a great 
part of the business of it, and that nothing can be done 
without us? Since, after a few months are over, new no¬ 
velties take place, and we get into corners, sigh, groan, 
look silly and meager, and at la^l are thrown into jiraw, as 
it is called; poor Caroline’s case; who repines, that she 
can’t be present on this new buftle in the family. But I 
am to acquaint her with every thing by Pen and Ink.— 
Look to your behaviour, Harriet, on the great occasion. 

But a word about Caroline—Were it not for her being 
deprived of this pleasure, the good creature would be 
very happy. Lord L. and she are as fond as apes. She has 
quite forgot all her sufferings for him. He thanks her for 
his Boy. She follows with her eye the little Granger, and is 
delighted with all that is done with him, to him,/or him— 
Is pleased with every-body, even with the very servants, 
who croud in, by permission, to see his little Lordship, 
and already claim an interest in him. Upon my word, she 
makes a very pretty fond mother. And aunt Nell, who, by 
the way, was at the Crying-out, and was then so frighted! 
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so thankful to God 1 and so happy in her own situation! 
[No, not for the world, would she be other than she was 1] 
now grudges the nurses half their cares. 

What good creatures are we women 1 

Well, but I don’t know what to do about Emily. The 
firit vice of the fir^ woman was curiosity, and it runs 
through all her daughters. She has written to her Guard¬ 
ian, and nothing but an absolute prohibition will hinder 
her from making one in your train. Did the dear girl 
know the ftate of her own heart, she would choose to be a 
thousand miles off, rather than go. I have set her woman 
and mine to discourage her. I have reasoned with her my¬ 
self; but there is no such thing as giving her one’s true 
reasons; nor I,willingly; because she herself hav¬ 
ing not found out her Love to be Love, I hope the fire 
may be smothered in her own heart, by the aid of time 
and discretion, before discovery; whereas, if the doors of 
it were to be opened, and the air let in, it might set the 
whole tenement in a blaze. Her Guardian’s denial or 
assent will come, perhaps, in time; yet hardly, neither; 
for we shall set out on Monday. Aunt Nell is so pleased 
with her nursery of the little Peer, as she primly calls him, 
that you are rid of even her •wishes to be with you. Being 
sure of this, I told her, that your aunt had hinted t& me her 
design to invite her in form; but that I had let you know, 
that Lady L. would not be able to live without her com¬ 
pany; all the world, and the world's wife, attentive and 
engrossed by your affair. She, good creature 1 was pleased 
—So as she could but be thought of importance by some-- 
body, I knew she would be happy. I told her, that70a in¬ 
vited nobody, but left all to ycmr friends— Ky, poor dear 
Soul, said she; she has enough to think of, well as she 
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loves your brother—^And sighed for you —Worthy An¬ 
cient! The sigh a little deeper, perhaps, for some of her 
own Recolleftions. 

Mr. and Mrs. Reeves would not ^lay for us. What 
will you do with us all.?—Croud you, I fear. But dispose 
of ust at Shirley-manor, or Selby-house, as you please. 
Yours, and aunt Selby’s, and grandmamma Shirley’s 
concern for us, is all we are solicitous about. But servants 
rooms, nay, cocklofts, haylofts, will do. We like to be put 
to our shirts, now-and-then—Something to talk of— 

But I can tell you, if you don’t know it already. Lord 
W. and his Lady are resolved to do you honour on this 
occasion; but they will be but little trouble to you. My 
Lord’s steward has a half-brother, a gentleman farmer, in 
your neighbourhood—Sheldon—They will be there: 
But perhaps you know of this a better way. They will 
make a splendid part of your train. Gratitude is their in¬ 
ducement. 

Lord L. has ju^ now told me, that my Sigler, in tender¬ 
ness to him, an^ in honour to you, has besought him to be 
present. O Harriet! what will you do with yourself ?— 
Aunt Nell and I have the heart-burn for you. But Lord 
L. mufi be welcome: He is one of those who so faithfully 
kept youi*secret. 

So, in our equipages, will be Lord L. my honest man, 
Emily, and your Charlotte: Lord L’s equipages will be at 
the service of any of your gue^s; as will our spare one— 
I wish Beauchamp could permit himself to be present (I 
hope he will) on the nuptials of the friend so dear to him, 
with a Lady he so greatly admires. 

My woman and Emily’s will be all our Female attend¬ 
ants : One nook will serve them both. 
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My poor man will be mad, before the day comes. He 
does love you, Harriet. My brother, he says, will be the 
happie^ man in the world— himself excepted —hypo¬ 
crite! He ju^l popt this in, to save himself—Why do^l 
make this exception, friend.? said I—Thou knowe^l it to 
be a mere compliment—Indeed, indeed {two indeeds, 
which implied, that one might have been doubted) I am 
now [A sarcasm in his word now] as happy as mortal man 
can be—^Ah, flatterer! and shook my head— A. recogni¬ 
tion of my sovereignty, however, in his being afraid to 
speak his conscience. A little of the old leaven, Harriet! 
—I can’t help it. It is got out of my heart, half out of my 
head; but, when I take the pen, it will tingle now-and- 
then, at my finger’s end. 

Adieu, my Love!—God bless you!—I can enter into 
your joy. A Love so pure, and so fervent. The man Sir 
Charles Grandison—^And into your also, in view of 

a solemnity so near, and to you so awful. With all my 
roguery, I sympathize with you. I have not either a wick¬ 
ed or unfeeling heart. Such as yours, hcjwever, are the 
true spirits; such as mine are only bully and flash. 

Lucy, you are a good girl. I like the whim of your con¬ 
cluding for Harriet. I also like your tenants dining room, 
and other managements, as the affair mu^ unavoidably 
be a public one. 

Neither of you say a word of good Mr. Deane. I hope 
he is with you. He cannot be a cypher wherever he comes, 
except on the right-side of the figure, to increase its con¬ 
sequence. Don’t be afraid of your uncle; I, I, I, will man-, 
age him, never fear. 

There are other passages,’Harriet, in your la^l Letter 
which I ought to have answered to—But forgive me, my 
dear; I had laid it by (tho’ pleased with it in the main); 
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and, having answered the moft material part, by dis¬ 
patching your things, forgot it as much as if I had not 
received it, till the moment I came to conclude. Once 
more. Adieu, my deare^ Harriet. 

CH. G. 


LETTER LI. 

Mfw Jervois, To .Jir Charles Grandison. 

Friday^ Nov. 10. 

N O sooner, dear and honoured Sir, is one boon grant¬ 
ed me, but I have another to beg; yet I blush as I 
write, for my troublesomeness. I told you. Sir, I had fur¬ 
nished myself with new cloaths, on a very joyful occasion 
—Indeed it is on a joyful occasion. You would lay 

me under a new obligation to your goodness, if you would 
be pleased to allow me to attend Lady G. in her journey 
down. I shall know, by this fresh favour, that you have 
quite forgiven your dutiful ward. I presume not to add 
another word—But I dare say, dear Miss Byron, that 
now is, will not be againft it, if you are not.—God bless 
you, my honoured good Sir—But God, I hope, I am sure, 
w/ 7 /bless you; and so shall I, as surely I ought, whether 
you grant this favour, or not, to 

Tour ever obliged andgrateful 

EMILY JERVOIS. 
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LETTER LII. 

Sir Charles Grandison, To M/w Jervois. 

Sunday^ Nov. 1 2. 

I T would give me great pain to deny to my good Miss 
Jervois the grant of any request she shall think fit to 
make to me. You shall know, you say, by the grant of this 
favour, that I have quite forgiven my ward—Was such a 
te^l wanted, my dear.?—I assure you, that what you have 
lately done for your mother, tho’ I was not consulted in it, 
has heightened my opinion of the worthiness of your 
heart. 

As to your reque^, I have pleasure in leaving every¬ 
thing relating to the happy event to my beloved Miss 
Byron and her friends. I will entreat her to underwrite 
her mind on this subject. She grieves that the solemnity 
cannot be private; which, beloved as she is in this neigh¬ 
bourhood, would be vain to attempt. • 

If her aunt has no obje£l:ion from want of room, there 
cannot, my dear Emily, be any from 

Tour affedionate and true Friend^ , 

CH. GRANDISON. 


Underwritten. 

My deareft Miss Jervois will excuse me, that I gave 
her not a formal invitation, when I intimated my* wishes 
for Lady G’s presence on the approaching solemn occa¬ 
sion, tho’ at so many miles distance. It is a very solemn 
one. One’s heart, my dear, cannot be so much disenga- 
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ged, as to attend to invitations for the very Day, as it might 
on its anniversary. We shall have too great a number of 
friends. O my dear! can you bear to make one in so large a 
company.? I shall not be able to attend to any of my 
friends on the Day: No, not to you, my Love. Can you 
bear with my inattention to every-body, to every subject, 
but one.? Can you desire to see your Harriet (joyful as the 
occasion is, and the chosen wish of her heart) look and 
behave like a foolish creature.? If you can, and Lady G. 
will take charge of my lovely young friend, all mine will 
rejoice in being able to contribute to your pleasure, as 
well as 

Tour ever affedionate 

HARRIET BYRON. 


LETTER LIII. 

, Lady G. To Lady L. 

Selby-house, Tuesday, Nov. 14. 

W ELL, my Si^er, my Friend, my dear Lady L. 

how do you.? As well as can be expeded, I hope: The 
answer of a thousand years old, to every enquirer, careful 
or ceremonious. And how does my dear little boy.? As 
well as can be expeded, too—I am glad of it. 

Here we are!—Every body well, and happy. 

I was afraid my brother would have looked more, polite 
upon us than familiar, as he invited us not: But, nol— 
He was all himself, as Ha*riet says. He met us at our 
coach-door. He handed out his ward. She could not speak. 
Tears were in her eyes. I could have beat her with my fan. 
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He kissed her cheek. My dear child, I thank you moft 
sincerely for your goodness to your mother. 

I was afraid that her joy would then have been too i 
much for her. She expanded, she colledled, her plumes. 
Her spread arms (soon, however, closed) shewed me, that 
she with difficulty retrained herself from falling at his 
feet. He turned from her to me. My beft Charlotte, how 
do you.? The journey, I hope, has not incommoded you. 
He led me out, and, taking each of the hone^ men by the 
hand. My dear Lords, you do me honour. He then con¬ 
gratulated Lord L. on the present you had made him,j 
and the family. 

At the inner-gate met us our sweet Harriet, with joy 
upon one brow, half the cares of this mortal life on the^ 
other. She led us into the Cedar-parlour (my brother re¬ 
turning to welcome in the two honest men) and threw her 
arms about my neck—My deare^ Lady G. how much 
does your presence rejoice me!—I hope (and looked at 
me) your journey—Be quiet, Harriet. You mu^ not 
think so much of these matters, my Love. She was a little 
abashed. Don’t be afraid of me: I will be very good, said I. 
Then will I be very thankful, replied she. 

My lovely Emily, turning to her: How does my sweet 
friend.? Welcome, once more, to Selby-house, t 

The girl’s heart was full. She, thanking her only by a 
deep courtesy, abruptly withdrew to the window j and, 
trying for a third hem, in hopes to ftifle her emotion, it 
broke into a half-sob, and tears followed. 

Harriet and I looked; compassionately, /vexedly,, 
I believe; and both shook our heads at each other. 

Take no notice, said I, seeing Harriet move towards 
the window to her—It will go off of itself. Her jo;f to see 
her Harriet, that’s all. 
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But I must take notice (for she found that Emily heard 
her). My dear Emily, my lovely young friend—^why, 
why— 

I will tell you, madam, interrupted she, and threw her 
arms about Harriet’s neck, as Harriet (sitting in the win¬ 
dow) clasped hers about her wai^; and I will tell you 
truth, and nothing but the truth—^You wrote so cool to 
me, about my coming—^And yet I to come! But I could 
not help it—^And I thought you now looked a little se¬ 
verely upon me—But Love, and, I will say. Duty to you, 
my deare^ Miss Byron, and nothing else, made me so 
earned to come. Say you forgive me. 

Forgive you, my deareft Emily!—I had only your 
sake, my dear, in view. If I wrote with less warmth than 
you expefted, forgive me. Consider my situation, my 
love. You are, and ever will be, welcome to me. Your 
griefs, your joys, are mine—Give me which you please. 

The girl bur^l into fresh tears—I, I, I am now as un¬ 
able, sobbed she, to bear your goodness, as before I was 
your displeasure—^But hide, hide me! Here comes my 
Guardian! wKat now, when he sees me thus, will be¬ 
come of me.? 

She heard his voice at the door, leading in the two 
Lords; and they followed by Mr. Selby, Mrs. Selby, 
Lucy, Nancy. 

Sir Charles went to the two young Ladies. Harriet 
kept her seat, her arms folded about Emily; Emily’s 
glowing face in her bosom. 

Sweet emotion! said he, my Emily in tears of joy! 
What a charming picture!—O my Miss Byron, how does 
your tenderness to this amiable child oblige me! I sever 
you not; clasping his generous arms about them both. 

I have afflidled my dear Emily, Sir, without intending 
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it. I wrote coldly, my precious young friend thinks; and 
her Love for me makes her sweetly-sensible of my sup¬ 
posed ingratitude. But, believe me, my dear, I love yov 
with a true sisterly tenderness. 

I took the dear girl aside, and gently expo^ulated with 
her, upon the childishness of her behaviour, and the un¬ 
easiness she would give to Miss Byron, as well as to her¬ 
self, by repetitions of the like weakness of mind. 

She promised fair: But, Lady L. I wish there were 
more or the child, and less of the woman, in this affair. 
Poor thing I she was very thankful for my advice; and 
expressed how wrong she was, because it might discour¬ 
age her Guardian and Miss Byron, that now was, from 
letting her live with them: But for my life, said she, what¬ 
ever was the matter with me, I could not help my foolish¬ 
ness. 

Miss Nancy Selby took Emily up with her; and uncle 
Selby and I had a little lively hit at each other, in the old 
ftile. We drew my brother in. I had not tried his strength 
a good while: But, as Harriet said in one of the saucieft 
Letters she ever wrote, I soon found he was the wrong 
person to meddle with. Yet he is such a charming raillier, 
that I wonder he can resist his talent. No wonder, Harriet 
would say; because he has talents so superioi to that 
which, she says, runs away with his poor siller. 

Emily came down to us very composed, and behaved 
prettily enough: But had my brother as much mannish 
vanity as some of the sorry fellows have, who have no pre¬ 
tence for it, he would discern the poor Emily’s foible to 
have some little susceptibility in it. I am glad he does not; 
for it would grieve him. I hflve already told him of the 
sufferings of poor Lady Anne S. on her hearing he is near 
marriage; and he expressed great concern upon it for that 
really worthy woman. 
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Mr. Reeves, his wife, and Mr. Deane, were abroad 
when we arrived. They came in to tea. Our mutual con¬ 
gratulations on the expelled happy event, cheared our 
own hearts, and would have delighted yours. Charming, 
charming, is the behaviour of my brother to his Bride- 
eleft. You can have no notion of it; because at Colne- 
brook we always saw him afting under a reftraint; owing, 
as since we have found, to Honour, Conscience, and a 
prior Love. 

He diverts and turns the course of subjefts that he 
thinks would be affefting to her; yet in such a manner, as 
it is hardly perceivable to be his intention to do so: For he 
makes something of the begun ones contribute to the 
new ones; so that, before uncle Selby is aware of it, he 
finds himself in one that he had not in his head when he 
set out.—^And then he comes with his “What a pize was I 
going to say? But this is not what I had in my head.’* And 
then, as my brother knows he misses his scent, only be¬ 
cause it has not afforded the merry mortal something to 
laugh at; he furnishes him with some lively and innocent 
occasion which produces that effeft, and then Mr. Selby 
is satisfied. Mrs. Selby and Lucy see how my brother 
manages him, and are pleased with it; for it is so deli¬ 
cately done, that something arises from it that keeps the 
hone^ man in credit with himself and with every-body 
else, for his good-humour, good heart, and those other 
qualities which make him in his wor^ subjefts tolerable, 
and in his beft valuable. 

Venerable Mrs. Shirley is to be here all to-morrow and 
next day. Mr. Deane has chosen Shirley-manor for his 
abode, for the time he ^tayj; so has James Selby, in order 
to make more room at Selby-house for us women. There 
too Mr. and Mrs. Reeves take up, of choice, their lodg¬ 
ings, tho’ here all day. 
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Poor Harriet! She told me once, that fear makes cow¬ 
ards loving. She is so fond of me and Lucy, and her aunt, 
at times, it would be a sin not to pity her. Yet Lucy once 
tossed up her head, upon my saying so —Pity her! why, 
yes, I think I do, now you have put me in the head of it: 
But I don’t know whether she is not more to be envied. 
Lucy is a polite girl. She loves her Harriet. But she knew 
I should be pleased with the compliment to niy brother. 

Harriet has juft now looked in upon me—Writing, 
Lady G. And of me.?—To Lady L. I suppose.? 

She clasped her arms about me: Ah, madam 1 Thurs¬ 
day! Thursday! 

What of Thursday.? 

Is the day after to-morrow! 

Every child can tell that, Harriet. 

Ah but I, with such happiness before me, am sillier 
than a child I 

Well, but I can tell you something, Harriet. 

What is that.? 

That the next day to Thursday, is Friday—^The next 
to that is Saturday—^The next— 

Pish! I’ll flay no longer with you; giving me a gentle 
tap—I would not have answered you so. 

Away she tript, desiring her affeflionate compliments 
to dear Lady L. 

Let me see! Have I any more to write.? I think not. But 
a call for supper makes me leave my paper unsubscribed. 

Emily behaved very prettily at supper; but it would 
have been as well, if she had not thought so herself: For 
she boafled of her behaviou;j afterwards to me. That 
made it look like an extraordinary in her own account. 

Mr. Selby sung us a song, with a good Fox-hunter air. 
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There is something very agreeable in his facetiousness: 
But it would become nobody else. I think you and I 
agreed at Dun^able, that he is a fine, jolly, hearty, hand- 
some-ish man—He looks shrewd, arch, open, a true 
country gentleman aspeft; what he says is so-so —What 
he means is better.—He is very fond of your Lord—^But 
I think rather fonder of mine. —A criterion. Lady L! 

As for Lord G. he is in the situation of Harriet’s 
Singleton—He is prepared to laugh the moment Mr. 
Selby opens his mouth; especially when he twifls his 
neck about, turns a glass upside-down, and looks under 
his bent brows, at the company round, yet the table al¬ 
ways in his eye: For then we know, that something is 
collefted, and ready to burft forth. 

Well, good night! good night! good night!—Has my 
Godson-elecft done crying yet? What a duce has he to cry 
at.? Unswaddled, unpinioned, unswathed, legs and arms 
at full liberty.? But they say crying does good to the brats 
—opens their pipes—and-so-forth—But tell him, that if 
he does not le^n to laugh, as well as cry, he shall not be 
related to 

CHARLOTTE G. 


LETTER LIV. 


hady G. In Continuation. 


Wedn.Nov. 15. 


W EDNESDAY is come, and, as Harriet says, to¬ 
morrow is Thursday. Ah, Harriet 1 r i ch as con¬ 
tent 1 poor as patience! “ W 


aa 
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I have been talking to her: Half-comforting her, half¬ 
laughing at her. She says, I am but half-good. 

All the world is come.—^Lord W. and his ever-agree- 
able Lady. Beauchamp, as I am alive, with them! I wish 
I could see this rogue Emily in love with him. He is cer¬ 
tainly in love with her. 

‘ ‘ I know it—I know it!—Do you go down, about your 
business.” 

Only Lord G. come to tell me what I knew before. 

Harriet’s gone down to be complimented. She has 
hardly spirits to compliment. 

“Well, well. I’ll only tell Lady L. who is come. Does 
not the poor soul keep her bed.? And are we not to be as 
complaisant to our ill friends, as our well.?—I am coming,' 
child.” 

Emily, with her pretty impertinence. Neither Lord G. 
nor Emily, can be any-thing, when Grangers come, and I 
^and not by them to shew their signification. 

Duce! a third messenger—0 1 Mrs. Selby herself. I’ll 
tell you more by-and-by. Lady L. “Your servant, Mrs. 
Selby. I attend you.” 

The two Miss Nedhams, Miss Watson, Miss Barclay, 
the two Miss Holles’s, Mr. Deane—“So, so, sopHarriet, 
said I, what is the meaning of this.?”—My uncle’s doings I 
I have no spirits. Sir Charles should not have been so pas¬ 
sive: He, and no-body else, could have prevailed upon 
my uncle. My aunt has held him in, till her arms aked. O 
the dear reftiff man 1 She has now let go; and you see how. 
he prances over the whole meadow, the reins upon his 
neck. »• 

Dear girl 1 said I, I am glad you are so fanciful. 
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I would fain be lively, if I could, said she. Never any 
creature had more reason. Lady G.—My heart is all 
Gratitude, and, I will say. Love. 

Good girl! hold up your head, my dear, and all will be 
as it should be. 

Sir Charles ilaid to attend hither the mo^t venerable of 
women. Mr. and Mrs. Reeves are to come with them. 
You mu^t) as you expedl me to be minute, be content 
with bits and scraps, written by snatches of time. I pity 
you for your ^fill-life, my dear Lady L. and think your re¬ 
quest, that I will so write, as to make you suppose yourself 
on the spot, a reasonable one. 

Here is come the man of men! 

With what respedl (all his Respedf has Love in it) did 
he attend Mrs. Shirley to her seat! And then haftening to 
Lord and Lady W. he saluted them both, and acknow- 
leged the honour done him by their presence; an honour, 
he said, that he could not have expedted, nor therefore 
had the thought, the di^ance so great, of asking for it. 

He then paid his compliments, in the mo^l affedlion- 
ate manner, to his amiable friend Beauchamp; who, on 
his thanking him for his uninvited presence, said. He 
could nftt deny himself being present at a solemnity that 
was to complete the happiness of the bedl of men, and 
be^l of friends. 

Sir Charles addressed himself to the young Ladies 
who were moil ilrangers to him; apologizing to them, as 
they were engaged with Mr. Selby, Mr. Deane, and 
Lord G: that he did not at firil. He sat a few minutes with 
them: What he said, I heaf d not; but they smiled, blush¬ 
ed, and looked delighted upon each other. Every-body 

aaz 
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followed him in his motions, with their eye. So much pre¬ 
sence of mind never met with so much modefty of beha¬ 
viour, and so charming a vivacity. 

The young Ladies came only intendedly to breakfast; 
and that at Mr. Selby’s odd invitation. They had the 
good sense to apologize for their coming this day, as they 
were to make part of the cavalcade, as I may call it, to¬ 
morrow. But the odd soul had met the four at a neigh¬ 
bouring Lady’s, where he made a gossiping visit, and 
would make them come with him. 

I observed, that nobody cared to find fault with him; 
so I began to rate him; and a very whimsical dialogue 
passed between us at one end of the room, while Sir 
Charles, Mrs. Shirley, Mrs. Selby, Lady W. and Har¬ 
riet, were in close talk at the other. 

I made the honeft man ashamed of himself; and every¬ 
body in our circle was pleased with us. This misled me to 
go on; and so, by attending to his nonsense, and pursuing 
my own, I lo^ the opportunity of hearing a conversation, 
which, I dare say, would have been worth, repeating to 
you by pen and ink. Harriet shall write, and give it you. 

Mr. Orme and his Sigler, we are told, set out yefterday 
for London. Mrs. Selby and Harriet are yet afraid of 
Greville. • 

The gentlemen and some of the Ladies, myself (but 
not Harriet) among them, have been to look at the pre¬ 
parations made in the lesser Park, for the reception of the 
tenants. Mr. Selby prided himself not a little on his con¬ 
trivances there. When we returned, we found Harriet at 
one end of the great parlour, sitting with Emily; her 
grandmother, Mr. Selby, Lucy, in conversation at the 
other; the good girl’s hand in hers, Emily blushing, 
looking down, but delighted, as it seemed; Harriet, with 
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sweetness, love, and compassion, intermingled in her 
aspeft, talking to her, and bending over her, her fine 
neck. I thought I never saw her look so lovely. Elder 
si^er like, and younger, one inftrudling in love, the other 
listening with pleasure. They (unobserved by themselves) 
took every-body’s attention, as the room filled with the 
company, who all crouded about Mrs. Shirley, affefting 
not to hee^ the two friends. What would I give, said Lady 
W. to Sir Charles and her Lord, for a pidfure of those two 
young Ladies [Emily juif then kissed the hand of her 
lovely friend with emotion, and Harriet lifted up Emily’s 
to her lips] if Love, Dignity, and such Expression, could 
be drawn in the face of one Lady; and that Reverence, 
Gratitude, and modeft Attention, in the other.? I con¬ 
gratulate you. Sir Charles, with all my heart. I have ob¬ 
served with rapture, from every look, every word, and 
from the whole behaviour of Miss Byron, that your good¬ 
ness to hundreds will greatly recompensed. O my good 
Lord W. turning to him. Miss Byron will pay all our 
debts. 

Every attitude, every look, of Miss Byron, said my 
Lord, would furnish out a fine pidure. Where-ever she 
is, I cannot keep my eye from following her. 

My brother bowed, delighted. 

How pleased was Mrs. Shirley, Mrs. Selby—Every¬ 
body! But what a different man is Lord W. to what he 
once was I lifted up from low keeping, to a wife, who, by 
her behaviour, good sense, politeness, gives him conse¬ 
quence. Once I thought him one of the loweft of men. I 
denied, him, in my heart, a relation to my mother, and 
thought him a savage. • 

The two young Ladies, finding themselves observed, 
ifood up, in a parting posture; but Emily seeming eager 
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to detain her dear friend’s attention, Harriet took a hand 
of Emily’s in each of hers. 

I had sidled that way—Yes, my dear, said the lovely 
Harriet, a friendship unalterable by Time or Fate, as you 
say. Beared Emily, command me ever. 

Emily looked about her—O madam, I want to kneel to 
you. I will ever, ever—My good Lady G. said Harriet, 
approaching me, one of Emily’s hands in hers, we have 

f iromised a friendship that is to continue to the end of our 
ives. We are to tell each the other all her faults. How 
causelesly has my Emily been accusing herself!—The 
most ingenuous of human hearts is hers. 

She left Emily’s hand in mine, and bent towards Mrs. 
Shirley, and the whole circle of friends surrounding her 
chair. 

O my dear Lady G 1 said Emily, whisperingly, as we 
followed the meek-eyed Goddess of Wisdom [^Such her 
air, her manner, her amiableness, seemed in my thought, 
at that time, to make her], never, never, was such gra¬ 
ciousness I I cannot bear her goodness. What a happy 
creature shall I be, if I follow her example,*and observe 
her precepts!—You cannot, my dear, said I, have a bet¬ 
ter guide: But, Love, you mu^ not be capricious, as you 
were at fir^ coming. She professed she would noli I have 
been excusing myself to her, madam, said the dear girl, 
and am forgiven. 

My brother met the lovely creature. He took her hand, 
and, leading her towards her grandmother. We have 
been attentive, my dearest life, to you and Emily. You 
love her: She adores My Beauchamp, you know not 
the hundredth part of the excellencies of this admirable 
woman. 
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You were born for each other. God preserve you both, 
for an example to a world that wants it. 

Harriet courtesied to Beauchamp. Her face was over¬ 
spread with a fine crimson; but she attempted not to 
speak. She squeezed herself, as it were, between the 
chairs of her grandmamma and aunt; then turned about, 
and looked so charmingly! Miss Jervois, Sir, said she, to 
my brother, has the beft of hearts. She deserves your kind 
care. How’happy is she, in such proteftion I 

And how much happier will she be in yours, madam I 
replied he. Of what a care, my Emily, turning to her, has 
this admirable Lady already relieved my heart! The care 
the greater, as you deserve it all. In every-thing take her 
direction: It will be the direction of love and prudence. 
What an amiable companion will you make her! and how 
happy will your love of each other make me! 

Emily got behind me, as it were. Speak for me to my 
guardian; promise for me, madam—You never, never, 
shall break your word through my fault. 

Beauchamp was affefted. Graciousness, said he, look¬ 
ing at Harriet, and Goodness, looking at Emily, how are 
they here united! What a happy man will he be, who can 
intitle himself to a Lady formed upon such an example! 

A si^n-beam from my brother’s eye seemed to play 
upon his face, and dazle his eyes. The fine youth with¬ 
drew behind Lady W’s chair. Mr. Selby, who had been 
so good as to give us his silent attention, then spoke, with 
a twang through his nose. Adad, adad, said he, I don’t 
know what to make of myself—But go on, go on; I love 
to hear. you. 

Your good Lord, my d^ear, enjoyed the pleasure we all 
had: Mine tossed up his head, and seemed to snuff the 
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wind: And yet, my dear Lady L. there was nothing so 
very extraordinary said; but the manner was the thing, 
which shewed a meaning, that left language behind it. 

My brother is absolutely passive as to the oeconomy of 
the approaching solemnity. Mrs. Shirley, Mrs. Selby, 
Lady W. your Charlotte, and Lucy, are the council ap¬ 
pointed; but uncle Selby will put in, to marshal this hap¬ 
py proceeding. What a pize^ he says, is not Harriet his 
daughter? Will it not be his Day? 

Mrs. Selby tries to smile off his oddity; but now-and- 
then we see her good-naturedly redden at it, as if for his 
sake. Lucy looks at her uncle as if she could hardly ex¬ 
cuse his particularities; but Mrs. Shirley has always some¬ 
thing to say for him. She enters into his charafter: She 
knows the hone^, as well as generosity, of his heart: 
That it all proceeds from Joy and Love; and always 
allows for him—^as I would have my friends allow for 
me: And, to say truth, I, for my own part, like him the 
better for wanting allowance; because his case, in that 
respeft, is mine. Ah, my dear! it is the thoughtful, half- 
asleep, half-awake, blinking cat, that catchfes the mouse. 
Such as your Charlotte, with their kittenish tricks, do but 
fright away the prey; and, if they could catch it, had 
rather play with it, than kill it. ^ 

Harriet is with her virgins: Her dress is left to her own 
choice. I ilept in juft now—She met me at her dressing- 
room door, and looked so lovely! so silly! and so full of un¬ 
meaning meaningness [Do you underftand me. Lady 
L?] She sighed—^What would my Harriet say to me? 
said I, taking her hand.—I don’t know; again sighed— 
But love me. Lady G. ^ 

Can I help it? said I; and, putting my arms about her, 
kissed her cheek. 
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Uncle Selby has provided seven gentlemen of the 
neighbourhood, to match the number of the Ladies; for 
there will be sixteen of us: Mr. Godfrey, Mr. Steele, Mr. 
Falconbridge, three agreeable young men, sons of gentle¬ 
men in the neighbourhood, Mr. Selby’s chosen friends 
and companions in his field-sports; his cousin Holies, 
brother to the Miss Holles’s, an admirer of Miss Ned- 
ham; young Mr. Roberts, an admirer of Miss Barclay; 
Mr. AlleSlree, a nephew of Sir John, a young man of fine 
qualities, engaged to Miss Dolly Nedham; and Lord 
Reresby of Ireland (related to Mr. Selby’s favourite Sir 
Thomas Falconbridge); a young nobleman of shining 
parts, great modesty, good-nature, and, what is worth 
them all, Mrs. Shirley says, a man of virtue. 

Lord W. was very desirous of giving so rich a jewel as 
Harriet to his nephew, in return, as he said, for as rich a 
jewel which he had presented to him; but Mr. Selby 
would not admit of that. I told him, on his appeal to me, 
that he was right, once in his life. 

Mr. Selby talks much of the music he has provided for 
to-morrow. He speaks of it as a band, I assure you. 

We have had a moft agreeable evening. My brother 
was the^Soul of the company. His address to his Harriet 
was respedlfully-affedionate, yet, for her sake, not very 
peculiar. Every-body, in turn, had his kindeft notice, 
and were happy in it. To-morrow’s solemnity was often 
hinted at by Mr. Selby, and even by my flippant Lord— 
But Sir Charles always insensibly led to more general 
subj e6tp; and this supported the spirits of the too-thought- 
fiil Harriet, and she behaved, on the whole, very prettily. 
His joy visibly was joy; but it seemed to be joy of so fami¬ 
liar and easy a nature, as if it would la^. 
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He once occasionally told the happy commencement 
of his acquaintance with Miss Byron; on purpose, I saw, 
to remind her, that he ought not to be thought of as a 
ilranger to her, and to engage her in an easy familiarity. 
But there was a delicacy observed by him in the remem- 
bred commencement. He put it not from the time that he 
rescued her from Sir Hargrave; but from the firif visit 
she made me in St. James’s Square; tho’ she, with great 
gratitude, carried it back to its real commencement. 

Mrs. Shirley retired soon, as is her custom, her Har¬ 
riet attending her. The old Lady is lame, and infirm; but, 
as she sits, is a very fine woman; and every-body sees that 
she was once a beauty. I thought I never saw beauty in 
full bloom so beautiful as when it supported beauty in 
ruins, on the old Lady’s retiring, with a face so happy, 
leaning one arm on her lovely grandchild, a neat crutch- 
^ick in the other, lightening her weight to the delicate¬ 
ly-formed supporter of her old age. It was so ftriking a 
picture, that everysoul,all ^andingup,fromreverence,on 
her retreating, observed it; and no one knew which ob¬ 
served it fir^, when the door shut out the gr&ceful figures. 

The old Lady’s lameness is owing, it seems, to a drain¬ 
ed sinew, got in leading up a dance, not many years ago, 
proposed by herself, in order to crown the reconciliation 
which she had brought about, between a couple that had, 
till then, been unhappy; and which her good-nature and 
joy made her not sensible of till she sat down. Pity, pity, 
that any-thing should have hurt so benign, so chearful, so 
benevolent, a woman! Why did not Harriet tell us this 
circumstance.^ It would have heightened our vsilue for’ 
her: And the more, if she had^old us, as is the truth, that 
she never considers it as a hurt (so honourably come by) 
but whf n she thinks she is troublesome to those about her. 
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Harriet returned to company more chearful than when 
she left it, enriched with her grandmother’s blessings, 
and prayers for her and my brother (as she whispered me) 
and in having been allowed to support the tottering par¬ 
ent. 

Harriet, said I, aloud, you were a very naughty girl to 
accuse me, as once you did, of reflefting upon age. You 
never, in my eyes, looked more lovely than you did half 
an hour ago, supporting the be^l of old Ladies. 

We are all of your Ladyship’s mind, said Lady W. A 
new grace, believe me, my dear, shone out in every grace¬ 
ful feature. 

Your kind notice. Ladies, bowing to me and Lady W. 
does me honour; but more to your own hearts. 

Mo^ gracefully does the dear girl receive and return a 
compliment; but this. Lady L. I need not now say to you: 
We have both admired her on these occasions. How hap¬ 
py will she make a man, who can be so sensible of his 
happiness! And how happy will he make herl He, who 
has the mo^l grateful and enlarged of human hearts! 

Mr. Dean^, Sir Charles, Lord and Lady W. Mrs. 
Shirley, Mr. and Mrs. Selby, Lucy, Lord L. and I, with¬ 
drew, to read, and see signed, the Marriage-articles, soon 
after tea tell you things out of course. Lady L. as they 
come into my head]; When they were ready to sign, the 
dear Harriet was sent for in. She would not come before. 
She begged, she prayed, she might not. The fir^t line of 
each clause, and the la^f, for form-sake, were run over, by 
Mr. Deane, as fa^l as he could read. How the dear crea¬ 
ture trembled when she came in, and all the time of the 
shortened reading 1 But wjjen the pen was given her, to 
write her name, she dropt it twice, on the parchment. Sir 
Charles saw her emotion with concern; and helcHier up, 
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as she ^ood. My deare^ life, said he, take time; take} 
time—^Do not hurry; putting the pen each time, with 
reverence, in her fingers. She tried to write; but twice her 
pen would not touch the parchment, so as to mark it. She 
sat down. Take time, take time, my Love, repeated he. 
She soon made another effort, his arm round her waift— 
She then signed them; but Sir Charles held her hand, and 
the parchments in them, when she delivered them—“As 
your aft and deed, my deareft Love.?” said Sir Charles.— 
“Yes, indeed,” said the dear creature, and made him a 
courtesy; hardly knowing what she did. 

She muft hear of this, when she can bear it. You 
charged me to be very minute on the behaviour of our 
Harriet: You was sure it would be a pattern. But, no; you 
see she is too timid. 

She accompanied me to my chamber when we retired 
for the night. She sighed. I took notice of it.—O my 
Charlotte, said she. To-morrow! To-morrow!— 

Will be the beginning of your happiness, my Harriet. 
—What virgin heart, said I, but muft have had joy, on 
her contemplating the man of sense and politeness, had 
his behaviour of this night only been the teft of her judg¬ 
ment of him? 

True; And I have pyx But the circumftanc^, before 
me is a solemn one: And does not the obligation lie all on 
his side? 

Does he behave to you, my Love, as if he thought any 
of it did? 

O no, no! But the faft is otherwise; and as / know it,, 
the obligation is heightened by his polite goodness to me. 

Dearly does he love his Harriet (To-morrow will you 
be his Harriet for life). Are you not convinced that he 
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I am, I am! But— 

But what, my dear.? 

I never can deserve him. Hapless, hapless Clementinall 
she only could! Let a fortnight after to-morrow be overll 
and she be not ««-happy, and what a thrice happy crea4 
tureshalllbe! 

I kissed her glowing cheek. Support yourself like a 
heroine to-morrow, my dear. You will have a task be¬ 
cause of the crouds which will attend you; but it is the 
tax you pay for being so excellent, and so much beloved. 

Is it not itrange, Lady G. that my grandmamma should 
join to support my uncle in his vehemence for a public 
day? Had it been only his command, I would have re¬ 
belled! 

The pride they take in the alliance with my brother, 
not for his situation in life, but for his transcendent mer¬ 
it, is their motive; your grandmother’s particularly. She 
considers the Day as one of the happiest of her life: She 
has begged of me to support you in undergoing it. She 
says, if there sjiould be a thousand spedlators, she knows 
it will give pleasure to as many hearts; and to hers the 
more, for that reason. And you will be, continued I, so 
lovely a Pair, when joined, that every beholder, man and 
woman, will give him to you; you to him. 

You are very good, my dear Lady G. to encourage me 
thus: But I told my grandmother, this night, that she 
knew not the hardship she had imposed on me, by insist¬ 
ing on a public day; but I would not begin so great a 
change, whatever it coSl me, by an aft of opposition or 
disobedience to the will of so dear a parent. But your 
brother^ my dear Lady G. continued she, who would have 
thought he would have given into it? 

As your friends mean a compliment to m^Jjrother, 
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replied I; so he, by his acquiescence, means one to you, 
and to them. He is not a confident man: He look s uppn 
Marrii ^ p ra in a«^ a wfii l a light as you do; bu t he isnb'fshY of 
maEn ga publ ic di^aration of his Love to ^om aaJie 

"ilsS chosen 7 Helm^d|me^t^mg oft^^^ subjeft, 

"th'af' T'^>uBH C*T:eremony is n^iTwh^^Tdr' yo ur delTcacy - 

•saKe^TS would Have he 

W OQid'fl "OK"bY IH^'m decline it. ^e had.no concern 
but for youj^and He^took your acquie^race as"anroble 
"iiiftance o? your duty and 6bligilS]^fiess to oneofthCTRoft 
J^^ionat^amd :W!pfldS|? of parents. 

O my dear Lady G. how good was you to come down! 
Support me in the arduous task of To-morrow!—You 
will not want my support, my Love; you will have Sir 
Charles Grandison, bound, both by Duty and Love, to 
support you. 

She threw her arms about me: I will endeavour to be¬ 
have as I ought, in a circumftance that shall intitle me to 
such proteftion, and to such a Sifter. 

My fidgetting Lord thruft in (unsent Jfbr) his sharp 
face; and I chiding him for his intrusion, she slipt away, 
or I had designed to attend her to her chamber; ^nd there 
perhaps, should we have ftaid together moft part of the 
night. If I had, I don’t suppose that I should have de¬ 
prived her of any reft. What makes my foolish heart throb 
tor her? so happy as she is likely to be!—But sincerely do 
I love her. 

I should have told you, that Emily behaved very pret¬ 
tily. Mr. Beauchamp had a rich opportunity to engage 
her, while the settlements were executing. 

On our return to them, the poor girl was wiping her 
eyes. How now, Emily? said I, softly. O madam, Mr. 
Beauchfttnp has been telling me how ill Sir Harry is 1 His 
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own eyes set mine the example. How I pity him! And 
how good he is!—No wonder my Guardian loves him. 

Beauchamp may possibly catch her in a weeping fit. 
The heart, softened by grief, will turn to a comforter. 
Our own grief produces Pity for another: Pity, Love. 
They are next neighbours, and will call in to ask kindly 
how a sufferer does: And what a heart mu^l that be, that 
will not adminifter comfort when it makes its neighbour^'-' 
ly call, if comfort be in its power.? 

“Lord G. you are very impertinent.” I am in the 
scribbling vein, my Caroline. And here this man—“Say 
another word. Lord G. and Fll sit up all night”—“Well, 
well, now you return not sauciness for threatening, I will 
have done.” 

Good night—Good morrow, rather. Lady L.—O 
Lady L! Good morrow may it be! 

CH. G. 


LETTER LV. 

L^^yG. XroLadyh. 

Selby, J 

^ Th u rs day Morning, Nov. 16. 

Y O U shall find me, my dear Si^er, as minute as you 
wish. Lucy is a charming girl. For the humour’s 
sake, as well as to forward each other, on the joyful occa¬ 
sion, we shall write by turns. 

It would look as if we had determined upon a public 
day, in the very face of it, were we to appear in full dresses: 
The contrary, therefore, t^as agreed upon yesterday. But 
every one, however, intends to be dressed as elegantly as 
morning dresses can make them. Harriet, as wu shall 
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hear, is the lea^ shewy. All in Virgin white. She looks, 
she moves, an Angel. I mu^t go to the dear girl.—Lucy, 
where are you.? 

“Here, madam—But how can one write, when one’s 
thoughts—’’ 

“Write as I bid you. Have I not given you your cue.?” 

Lucy; taking up the pen.] Dear Lady L. I am in a va^ 
hurry. Lord W. Lady W. and Mr. Beauchamp, are come 
in my Lord’s coach. Sir Charles, Mr. Deane, Mr. and 
Mrs. Reeves, have been here this half-hour. Has Lady G. 
dated.?—No, I proteft! We women are above such little 
exadtnesses. Dear Lady L. the Gentlemen and Ladies are 
all come. They say the Church-yard is crouded with 
more of the living, than of the dead; and there is hardly 
room for a spade. What an image, on such a day! We are 
all out of our wits between joy and hurry. My cousin is 
not well; her heart misgives her! Foolish girl!—She is 
with her grandmamma, and my grandmamma Selby. 
One gives her hartshorn, another salts. “Lady G. Lady 
G. I muft attend my dear Miss Byron: In an hour’s time 
that will be her name no longer.” 

Lady G.] Here, here, child I—Our Harriet’sobetter. 
Lady L. and ashamed of herself. Sir Charles was sent for 
up, by her grandmother and aunt, to sooth her. Charm¬ 
ing man 1 Tenderness and Love are indeed Tenderness 
and Love in the brave and manly heart. Emily will not be 
married, on any consideration. There is terror, and not 
joy, she says, in the attending circum^ances. • Good 
Emily, continue to harden thy heart again^ Love, and 
thoughts of Wedlock, for two years to come; and then 
change t^^mind for Beauchamp’s sake. 
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“Dear Lucy, a line or two more. Your uncle, I hear his 
voice, summoning—The man’s mad; mad indeed. Lady 
L.—In such a hurry!’’—^Lucy, they are not yet all ready. 

“Nor I,” says the raptured saucy-face, “to take up the 
pen—Not a line more can I, will I, write, till the knot is 
tied.” 

Nor I, my dear Lady L. till I can give you joy upon it. 

I fib: Fox this hurrying soul himself, in driving every 
body else, has forgot to be quite ready—But we are in 
very good time. Lucy has brought me up the Order of 
Procession, as Earl-marshal Selby has diredfed it. 

Here I pin it on. 

Fir^ Coach (Mr. Selbf^. 

TheBride, - - Mr. Selby. 

Mrs. Shirley, - - The Bridegroom. 


I 




Second Coach (Mrs. Shirley'^. 

Miss Emily Jervois, LordRERESBY. 
MissNEDHAM, - - Mr. Beauchamp. 



Third Coach (Sir Charles's). 

Miss Barclay, - - Mr. Falconbridge. 

Mies Watson, - - Mr. Allestree. 


Fourth Coach (Lord ^s). 
Mrs. Selby, - - Lord W. 

Lady. W. _ - - Lord L. 

Fifth Coach (old Mrs. Selby's). 
Old Mrs. Selby, - » - Lord G. 

LadyG. - - - Mr. Deane. 


tii^bb 
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Sixth Coach (Mr. Reeves'^. 

Mrs. Reeves, - - Mr. James Selby. 

Miss Lucy Selby, - Mr. Reeves. 

Seventh Coach (Sir John Holies's). 

Miss Nancy Selby, - Mr. Holles. 

Miss Kitty Holles,- Mr. Steele. 

Eighth Coach (Lord G’s). 

Miss Patty Holles, Mr. Godfrey. 

Miss Dolly Nedham, Mr. Roberts. 

Each coach four horses. Sir Charles’s ftate-coach to be 
reserved for the day of public appearance. 

[From Selby-house to the Church, Half a mile, in 
Coaches; Foot-way not so much.] 

Emily was very earnest to be Bride-maid, tho’ advised 
to the contrary. 

Mr. Beauchamp was a Bride-man, at hi^ own requeft 
also. 

I will go back to the early part of the morning. 

We were each of us serenaded, as I may say, by direc¬ 
tion of this joyful man uncle Selby {awakened^ as he called 
it, to music) by James Selby, playing at each person’s 
door an air or two, the words from an Epithalamium 
(whose I know not); 

The Hay is come., you wish'd so long: 

Love pick'd it out amidSl the throng: 

He destines to himself this Sun, 

And takes the reins, and drives it on. 
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It is indeed a fine day. The sun seemed to reproach 
some of us; but Harriet slept not a wink. No wonder. 

I hastened up to salute her. She was ready dressed. 
Charming readiness, my Love! said I—I took the oppor¬ 
tunity while I was able, answered she. 

Lucy, Nancy, were with her, both dressed, as she, for 
the Day; that they might have nothing to do but attend 
her. What joy in their faces! What sweet carefulness in 
the lovely Harriet’s I—And will this Day, said she once, 
in a low voice, to me, give me to the Lord of my Heart 1— 
Let not grief come, near '\t\joy can be enough painful I 

Her grandmamma was soon ready. Harriet hurried in 
to her grandmamma’s apartment, to crave her blessing. 

Lucy.] My cousin, her spirits over-hurried, was ready 
to faint in her grandmother’s arms; but, revived by the, 
soothings, the blessings, of her venerable parent, soon 
recovered. Let nobody be frighted, said her grand¬ 
mother: Affright not, by your hurryings, my lovely 
child IA littl^ fatigued; her spirits are hurried: Her joy is 
too much for them. 

What a charming presence of mind has Mrs. Shirley 1 
Lady G. bids me write any-thing to your Ladyship, so I 
will but write, and forbids me apologizing either for 
manner or words. 

Sir Charles was admitted. She ftood up the moment 
she saw him. Love and Reverence in her sweet aspeft. 
With a kind impatience he hastened to her, and threw 
himself at her feet, taking her hand, and pressing it with 
his lips*—Resume your magnanimity, my deareft Life: 
With the man before yovp, by God’s blessing, you will 
have more than a chance for happiness. 

Forgive me, Sir, said she, sitting down (JSlie could 

‘ bbz 
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hardly ^land): I can have no doubt of your goodness; 
But it is a great Day 1 The Solemnity is an awful one! 

It is a great, a solemn, Day to me., my deare^l creature! 
But encourage my joy by your smiles. It can suffer abate¬ 
ment only by giving you pain. 

Generous goodness! But— 

But what, my Love?—In compliment to the beft of 
Parents, to the kindest of Uncles, resume your-usual pre¬ 
sence of mind. I, else, who shall glory before a thousand 
witnesses in receiving the honour of your hand, shall be 
ready to regret that I acquiesced so chearfully with the 
wishes of those parental friends for a public celebration. 

I have not been well of late. Sir: My mind is weakened. 
But it would be ungrateful, if I did not own to you, that 
my joy is as ^rong as my fear: It overcame me. I hope I 
^ shall behave better. You should not have been called to 
be a witness of my weakness— 

This Day, my deare^ Love, we call upon the world to 
witness to our mutual vows. Let us shew that world, that 
our hearts are one; and that the Ceremony, ^cred as it is, 
cannot make them more so. The engagement is a holy 
one; Let us shew the Multitude, as well as our surround¬ 
ing Friends, that we think it a laudable one. Once more I 
call upon you, my dearest Life, to ju^ify myjoy by your 
apparent approbation. The world around you, loveliest of 
women, has been accustomed to see your Lovers \ shew 
them now the Husband of your choice. 

O Sir I you have given me a motive! I will think of it' 
throughout the whole Sacred Transaction. She looked’ 
around her, as if to see if every-body were ready that mo¬ 
ment to attend her to Church.* 

LadjviG] The ceremony is happily over; and I am 
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retired to oblige my Caroline. You have the form of the 
procession. When every thing was ready, IVJr. Selhv 
thought fit to call us down in order into the Great Hall, 
according to it, marshalling his Fours; and great pride 
and pleasure did he take in his office. At his fir^ sum¬ 
mons down came the Angel, and the four young Ladies, 
and each of the four had her partner assigned her. 

Emily seemed, between the novelty and the parade, to 
be wholly engaged. 

Harriet, the moment she came down, flew to her 
grandmamma, and kneeled to her. Sir Charles support¬ 
ing her as she kneeled, and as she arose. A tender and 
sweet sight! 

The old Lady threw her arms about her, and twice or 
thrice kissed her forehead; her voice faltering—God 
bless, bless, sustain my child!—Her aunt kissing her 
cheek: Now, now, my dearest Love, whispered she, I call* 
upon you for fortitude. 

She visibly ^ruggled for resolution; but seemed, in all 
her motions^ to be in a hurry, as if afraid she should not 
hold it. She passed me with such a sweet confusion! 
Charming girl I said I, taking her hand, as she passed, and 
giving way to her quick motions, for fear reftraint should 
disconcert her. 

When her uncle gave the word for moving, and ap¬ 
proached to take her hand, she in her hurry, forgetting 
her cue, put it into Sir Charles’s. Hold, hold, said her 
uncle, sweeping his bosom with his chin, in his arch way, 
that muil not yet be. My brother, kissing her hand, pre¬ 
sented it, in a very gallant manner, to her uncle. I yield it 
to you. Sir, said he, as a precious tru^l; in an hour’s time, 
to be confirmed mine by Divine as well as Human Sanc¬ 
tions. 
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Mr. Selby led the lovely creature to the coach, but 
^opt at the door with her, for Mrs. Shirley’s going in 
fir^: The servants at distance all admiring and blessing, 
and praying for, their beloved young Lady. 

Sir Charles took the good Mrs. Shirley’s hand in one 
of his, and put the other arm round her wai^, to support 
her. What honour you do me. Sir 1 said she. I think I may 
throw away this (meaning her ebony crutch-ilick): Do I 
ail any-thing.? Her feet, however, seconded not her spirits. 
My brother lifted her into the coach. It was so natural to 
him to be polite, that he offered his hand to his beloved 
Harriet; but was checked by her uncle (in his usual plea¬ 
sant manner): Stay your time, too ready Sir, said he. 
Thank God it will not be so long before hath hands will be 
yours. 

We all followed, very exadlly, the order that had been, 
“with so much proud parade, prescribed by Earl-marshal 
Selby. 

The coach-way was lined with speftators. Mr. Selby, 
it seems, bowed, all the way, in return to the salutes of his 
acquaintance. Have you never. Lady L. called for the 
attention of your company in your coach, to something 
that has passed in the Greets, or on the road, and at the 
same time thru^f your head thro’ the window, so ijhat no¬ 
body could see but yourself.? So it was with Mr. Selby, I 
doubt not. He wanted every one to look in at the Happy 
Pair; but took care that hardly any-body but himself 
should be seen. I asked him afterwards. If it were not so? 
He knew not, he said, but it might. I told him, he had a- 
very jolly comely face to shew, but no head. He does not 
spare me: But true je^s are not always the moft welcome. 
Tell a Lady of Forty, that she is Sixty or Seventy, arid she 
will not be so angry as if she were guessed to be Eight or 
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Nine-and-thirty. The one nobody will believe; the other 
every-body. My Lord G. I can tell you, fares well in Mr. 
Selby’s company. 

“Lucy, my dear girl, take the pen—You don’t know, 
you say, what I wrote la^l—Read it, my girl—You have 
it—Take the pen; I want to be among them.’’ 

Lucy.] Lady G. mu^l have her je^, whether in the 
right place or not. Excuse me, both Sifters. How could 
she, however, in a part so interefting? She says, I mu^l 
give an account of the Procession, and she will conduct 
them into the Church; I out of it. I cannot, she says, after 
so many wishes, so many suspenses, so much expedtation, 
before it came to this, be too minute. Every woman’s 
heart leaps, she says, when a wedding is described; and 
wishes to know all, how and about it. Your Ladyship will 
know, that these words are Lady G’s own: But what can E 
say of the Procession.? 

The poor Harriet—Fie upon me—The rich Harriet, 
was not sorry, I believe, that her uncle’s head, now on 
this side, notv on the other, in a manner, filled the coach: 
But when it ^topt at the Church-yard, an inclosed one, 
whose walls keep off coaches near a tone’s throw from 
the Chjjrch-porch, then was my lovely cousin put to it; 
especially as her grandmother walked so slow. We were 
all out of our coaches befor e the Father and the Bride 
^tered the Porch. I should t ell yourXadyship, that lliiT* 
^ssage from the entrance of the Church-yard to the 
Church is railed in. Every Sunday the croud (gathered to 
see the gentry go in, and come out) are accustomed to be 
bounded by these rails; ^d were the more contentedly 
so now: The whole Church-yard seemed one mass (but 
for that separating passage) of living matter, di^inguish- 
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ed only by separate heads; not a hat on the mens; pulled 
off, perhaps, by general consent, for the convenience of 
seeing, more than from designed regard in /^a/ particu¬ 
lar. But, in the main, never was there such silent respeft 
shewn, on the like occasion, by mortal mob. We all of us. 
Lady L. have the happiness of being beloved by high and 
low. 

But o ne pretty speftacle it is impossible tp pass by. 



mledwmlSowers of the season. .Cheaia&d.«i^jya&mad6.. 

7^1 ;saQa,.a& -tbe-Bri^, tind'i*athta:,,and.JSi^ 
"C^rle§,.,aind,,.Mrs. Shirl ey, a lighted, these pretty little 
Mora’s, all dressed in w hite, g n^ IetiToTflbwef s for head-" 
dresses, largeTiosegays in theiroosoms, wIutirnBFands 
adorning their ilays and their baskets; some streaming 
"down, others tied round the handles in true lovers knots; 
attended the company; two going before; the two others 
here and there, and every-where; all brewing flowers: A 
pretty thought of the tenants among themselves. Sir 
Charles seemed much pleased with them; Pretty dears he 
called them, to one of them. 


God bless you, and God bless you, was echoed from 
many mouths, i our brother s attention was cm«fly em- 
pByed dh'Mrs. Shirley, because of her age and lameness. 
Here my good Lady G. perhaps, would ^op to remark 
upon the worthy nature of the English populace, when 
good charadlers attraft their admiration; for even the 
populace took notice, how right a thing it was, for the 
fine^ young Gentleman their eyes ever beheld, to take 
such care of so good an old Lady. He deserved to live to 
be old himself, one said: 

Mid, t hat he was a swe et-tempered man; and other s, d^at 
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he had a good hear t. I|i the Procession one of us picked up 
one praise, ainotKef^^ Tho’ Lady G. Lady W. and 
the four Bride-maids, as well as the Lords, might have 
claimed high notice, yet not any of them received more 
than commendation: We were all considered but as Satel¬ 
lites to the planets that passe 2 '& 9 f<^^ust~WKa!J’tndee^ 
were we more? FutTet me say, that Mrs. Shirley had her 
share in I^everence,’ a§~the lovely Couple had theirs in 
Ai^irafioh.’ But O, how my dear cousin was affefted, 

her uncle’s coach 1 

The churchwardens themselves were so complaisant 
as to ^tand at the Church-door, and opened it, on the 
approach of the Bride, and her Nuptial Father. But all the 
pews, near the Altar were, however, filled (one or two 
excepted, which seemed to be left for the company) with 
Ladies and well-dressed women of the neighbourhood: 
And tho’ they seemed to intend to shut the door after we* 
had all got in, the Church was full of people. Mr. Selby 
was displeased for his Niece’s sake, who, trembling, 
could hardly walk up to the Altar. Sir Charles seated his 
venerable charge on a covered bench on the left-side of 
thgj^Jtar; and by hier^ an'donliEoiEEercovere’TBencfi on 
thSn^t-side, without the rails, we all, but the Bride- 
maids and their partners, took our seats. They ^oo d, the . 
Men on the Brid^room’s side; the Maids oh Harriet’s. 
—Never— 

Lady G.] “Are you within the Church, Lucy?—You 
are, I proteft. Let me read what you have done. Come, 
pretty-well, pretty well.—You were going to praise my 
brother; Leave that to me, I have an excellent knack at it.’’ 

Never was man so much, and so deservedly, admired. 
He saw his Harriet wanted support and encouragement. 
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The Minister ftood suspended, a few moments, as doubt¬ 
ing whether she would not faint. My dearest Love, whis¬ 
pered Sir Charles, remember you are doing honour to the 
happy, thrice happy, man of your Choice: Shew he is 
your Choice, in the face of this Congregation. Pardon 
me. Sir! I will endeavour to be all you wish me. • 

Sir Charles bowed to the Miniver to begin the Sacred 
Office. Mr. Selby, with all his bravery, trembled, and, 
overcome by the Solemnity of the Preparation, looked 
now pale, now red. The whole Congregation were hush¬ 
ed and silent, as if nobody were in the Church but per¬ 
sons immediately concerned to be there. Emily changed 
colour frequently. She had her handkerchief in her hand; 
and (pretty enough!) her si^er Bride-maids, little think¬ 
ing that Emily had a reason for her emotion, which none 
of them had, pulled out handkerchiefs too, andp^r- 
*mitted a gentle tear or two to ^eal down their glowing 
cheeks. I fixed my eye on Emily, sitting outward, to keep 
her in order. The Doctor began— '^Dearly Beloved "— 
Ah, Harriet! thought I; thou art muclf quieter now^ than 
once thou wert at these words {a), * 

No impediments were confessed by either of the parties, 
when they were referred to by the Minister, on this head. 

I suppose this reference would have been omitted by Sir 
Hargrave’s snuffling Parson. To the question, to my bro¬ 
ther, *‘lFilt thou have, &c.” he chearfully answered, I 
will. Harnet did not say, I will not. "Who giveth this wo- 
man. &c.” 1 . 1 . 1 , said uncle Selby; and Ee oWttS, Ehat Se 
iiad much ado to refrain saying—“With all my heart and. 
soull” Sir Charles seemed to have the office ^jyJbeart; 
Harriet in her heart: For befo:^ the Minister could take 

(0) When Sit Hargrave Pollexfen would have compelled her to be his, Vol I* 
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the Right-hand of the good girl to put it into that of my 
brother, his hand knew its office; nor did her trembling 
hand decline the favour. Then followed the words of 
acceptance; ICharle s^ take thee^ Harriets & c.” on his 
part; which he audiETyTailid With SJ^'arentj^y and rever¬ 
ence in his countenance, repeated after the minister. But 
not quite so alert was Harriet, in her turn: Her hand was 
rather tak?n, than offered. Her lips, however, moved 
after the Miniver; nor seemed to hesitate at the little 
piddling word obey\ which, I remember, gave a qualm to 
my poor heart on the like occasion. The ring was pre¬ 
sented. The Doiffor gave it to Sir Charles; who, with his 
usual grace, put it on the finger of the mo^ charming 
woman in England; repeating after the Miniver, aud¬ 
ibly, "'With this ring I thee wed, &c.” She brightened up, 
when the ■'Mini2fer,'7bTiTiTlg'''TlieiT"‘Right-hands, read, 
"Those whom God hath joined togeth er, let no man put* 
asunder. And the Minister s address to the company, 
'declaring the marriage, and pronouncing them Man and 
Wifeijn the na me of the H oly Tri nity; and his blessing 
them; ^^led, she ownsTTef^faterul heart, ready to 
burning. In the Responses, I could not but observe, that 
the Congregation generally joined as if they were inter- 
efted in,the celebration. 


Sir (j^hi^rles^ with a joy that lighted up a more charming 
flush than usual on his race, his lively Soul looking out at 
his fine eyes, yet with an air as mode^ as respeftfu L did 
credit to our Sex before t he applauding multku de. bv 


gffgr saluting hen on the conclusion ot the ceremony— 
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deil a grace, that every soul blessed her; and pronounced 
her the lovelieft of •women, and him the mo^l graceful 
and polite of men. 

He invited Dr. Curtis to the Wedding dinner, and led 
his Bride into the Ve^lry; where already were her grand¬ 
mother, her aunt, Lady W. her Lord, mine, and Lord L. 
She was followed by her Virgin train; they by their part¬ 
ners. She threw herself, the moment she beheld her grand¬ 
mother, at her feet. Bless, bless, madam, your happy, 
happy. Child. 

C^d for ever bless the Darling of my heart! 

Sir Charles bent his knee to the venerable Lady, with 
such a condescending dignity, if I may so express myself; 
Receive and bless, also, your Son, my Harriet’s reverend 
parent, and mine. 

The dear Lady was affefted. She slid olFher seat on her 
” knees, and with uplifted hands and eyes, tears trickling 
on her cheeks; Thou, Almighty, bless the dear Son of my 
wishes! 

He raised her •with pious tenderness, and saluted her. 
Excellent Lady!—He would have said rhore, but was 
affefted—Every-body was—^And having seated the old 
Lady, he turned to Mrs. Selby—^Words are poor, said 
he; My actions, my behaviour, shall speak theigrateful 
sense I have of your goodness; saluting her; of yours, 
madam, to Mrs. Shirley; and of yours, my deare^ Life, 
addressing himself to his lovely Bride, who seemed hard¬ 
ly able to suftain her joy, on so respeftful a recognition of 
relation to persons so dear to her. Let me once more, addl¬ 
ed he, bless the Hand that has blessed me 1 

She chearfiilly offered it: l^ive you. Sir, my Hand, 
said she, courtesying, and with it a poor Heart.—A poor 
Heart, indeed 1 But it is a grateful one! It is all your own 1 
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He bowed upon her Hand. He spoke not. He seemed 
as if he could not speak. 

Joy, Joy, Joy, was wished the Happy pair, from every 
mouth. “See, my dear young Ladies,” said the happy and 
intruding MrejShirley,.a4dJX&^^ 

“^e Reward ofDiTty, Virtue , and Ob edience! How un- 

]^\t ghtCT 8;^i3niike'^ bur Ha rriets have dkigraced them-^ 
gelyesj atid their faiiiinres,"By a shamefuTChorce—Sslitiy 
Harrlet*§'"/Jj "SUCh, looking around he^^be your Lot, my 
amiable Daughters I” 

They every ohe Besought her hand, and kissed it; and 
some by speech, all by looks and courtesies, promised to 
cherish the memory of this happy transaftion, for their 
benefit. 

Emily, when she approached the venerable Lady, sob¬ 
bing, said. Bless me, me also bless, my dear grandmamma < 
Shirley!—^Let me be your own Grand-daughter.—She 
embraced and blessed the dear girl—Ah, my Love, said 
she. But wi/Z^ou sujiply the place of my Harriet to me? 
Willyow be my Harriet? Will you live with me, and Mrs. 
Selby—as Harriet did.?—Emily started: Ah, madam, 
you are all goodness. Let me try to make myself, in some 
little way, agreeable to my dear Miss Byron that was, and 
live a little while in the sun-shine of my Guardian’s eye; 
and then how proud shall I be to be thought, in any the 
lea^ degree, like your Harriet! 

This I thought a good hint of Mrs. Shirley. Our Har¬ 
riet (my dear Caroline) shall not be made unhappy by the 
chit; nor shall the dear girl neither, if I can help it, be 
made so by her own foible. We will watch over both, for 
the good of both, and for the tranquillity of the be^ of 
men. 
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Beauchamp’s joy shone through a cloud, because of 
his Father’s illness; but it did shine. 

Mr. Selby and my Lord were vastly alive. Lord L. was 
fervent in joy, and congratulations; but he was wiser 
than both put together. Nothing was wanting to shew 
that he was excessively pleased; but I was afraid the other 
two would not have considered the Ve^ry as part of 
the Church; and would have struck up a tune without 
music. 


How sincerely joyful, also, were Lord and Lady WI 
My Lord’s eyes burft into tears more than once: Nephew, 
and dear Nephew, at every word, whether speaking of or 
to my brother; as if he thought the Relation he ^lood in to 
him, a greater glory than his Peerage, or ought else that 
he valued himself upon, his excellent Lady excepted. 

/ Upon my Honour, Caroline, I think, as I have often 
iaid^ Fat peb^e ni ay 


LtllSt my brother and Harriet cannot be happier than are 
this now worthy Couple; times of life considered on both 
sides, and my Lord’s inferior capacity allowed for. For 
certainly, men of sense are mo^l capable of joyful sensa¬ 
tions; and have their balances, since it is as certain, that 
they are also mo^t susceptible of painful ones, ^hat, 
then, is the ^tuff, the nonsense, that romantic girls, their 
pomancing part of life not wholly elapsed, prate about, 
|and din one’s ears with, of firil Love,/rff Flame, but firSi 
I Folly? Do not mo^t of such give indication of gunpowde* 
.con^itutions, that want but the match to be applied, to 
[set them into i. blaze? Souls of tinder, discretions of flimsy 
Igauze, that conceal not their fblly-j^ne day they will 
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think as I do; and perhaps before they have daughters 
who will convince them of the truth of my assertion. 

But here comes Lucy.—“My dear girl, take the pen 
—I am too sentimental. The French only are proud of 
sentiments at this day; the English cannot bear them: 
Story, ^lory, ^ory, is what they hunt after, whether sense 
or nonsense, probable or improbable.” 

Lucy.] “Bless me. Lady G! you have written a great 
deal in a little time. What am I to do.? 

Lady G.] You brought the Happy Pair into the 
Church. I have told Lady L. what was done there: You 
are to carry them out. 

Lucy.] “And so I will.”—My dearest Love, said her 
charming man to my cousin, who had a little panic on the* 
thoughts of going back through so great a croud, ima¬ 
gine, as you walk, that you see nobody but the happy 
man whom you have honoured with your Hand: Every¬ 
body will praise and admire the loveliest of women. No¬ 
body, I hope, will blame your Choice. Remember at 
whose reque^ it was, that you are put upon this difficulty : 
Your Grandmamma’s and Uncle’s. She, one of the be^t 
of women, was so married to one of the be^t of men. I was 
but acquiescent in it. Shew, my deareft Life, all your 
numerous admirers and well-wishers, that you are not 
ashamed of your Choice. 

O Sir! how charmingly do you strengthen my mind! I 
will shew the world, that my Choice is my Glory. 

Every-body being res 4 y> she gave her hand to tho 
Beloved of her heart. 
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The Bell s were set a ringing the moment the Solem- 
nit}^as coffChide 4 t «nd ■Sir^haft^tjrandTsoh^th'S'Son 
^ oul “WIHerSbie Mrs. Shirley, the Nephew of my uncle 
and aunt Selby, Husband of my dear and ever-dear Har¬ 
riet, and the Esteemed of every heart, led his graceful 
Bride through a lane of applauding and decent-behaving 
speftators, down through the Church—and ftill more 
thronging multitudes in the Church-yard; the four little 
Flora’s again brewing flowers at their feet, as they passed. 
My sweet girls, said he, to two of them, I charge you, 
complete the honour you have done us, by your presence 
at Selby-house: You will bring your companions with 
you, my Loves. 

My uncle looked around him as he led Mrs. Shirley: 
So proud! and so ^lately! By some undesigned change, 
Mr. Beauchamp led Miss Jervois. She seemed pleased, 
*nd happy; for he whispered to her, all the way, praises of 
her Guardian. My Guardian, twice or thrice, occasion¬ 
ally, repeated she aloud, as if she boated of landing in 
some relation to him. 

The Bride and Bridegroom ^lopt for Mfs. Shirley, a 
little while, at the coach-side: A very grateful accident to 
the spectators. He led them both in, with a politeness 
that attends him in all he does. The coach wheeled off, to 
give way to the next; and we came back in the order we 
went. 

“Now, my dear Lady G. you, who never were from the 
side of your dear new siller for the re^ of the day, resume 
the pen.” * 

Lady G.] “I will, my dear; ^ut in a new Letter. This 
fourth sheet is written down to the very edge. Caroline 
will be impatient: I will send away this.” 
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Joy to my Sifter! Joy to my Aunt 1 Joy to the Earl I To 
Lady Gertrude! To our dear Dr. Bartlett! To every one, 
on an event so happy; and so long wished for by us All! 
“Sign, Lucy, sign.” 

“After your Ladyship.” 

TherCy theriy 

CHARLOTTE G. 

And, Therey theriy 

LUCY SELBY. 


LETTER LVI. 

Lady G.To Lady L. In Continuation. 

T his happy event has been so long wished for by us 
all; we are so much delighted with the Bride, as well 
as the Bridegroom; so many uncertainties, so many sus¬ 
penses, have fallen in; so little likelihood once that it ever 
would have been; and you are so miserably tied by the leg, 
poor Caroline! and so little to divert you, besides the once 
smiling*to the ten times squalling of your little Granger; 
that Compassion, Love, both, incite me to be minute; 
that so you may be as much with us in idea, as we all 
wished you could have been in person. 

Crouds of people lined the way, in our return from 
Church, as well as in our way to it; and blessings were 
pronounced upon the Happy Pair, by hundreds, at their 
alighting at Selby-house.* 

When we were all assembled in the Great Hall, mu¬ 
tual congratulations flowed from every moutfe: Then did 


cc 
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every man salute the happy, happy Bride: Then did the 
equally happy Bridegroom salute every Lady—There 
was among us the height of Joy; Joy becoming the awful 
Solemnity; and every one was full of the decency and de¬ 
light which were given and shewn by the crouds of spec¬ 
tators of all ranks, and both Sexes; a delight and decency 
worthy of the charafters of the admirable Pair: And 
Miss Nedham declared, and all the young Ladies joined 
with her, that if she could be secure of the like good beha¬ 
viour and encouragement, she would never think of a 
Private Wedding for herself. Mr. Selby himself was 
overjoyed too much, even to utter a je^! Now, now, he 
said, he had attained the height of his ambition. 

The dear Harriet could look up: She could smile around 
her. I led her, with Lucy, into the Cedar-parlour—^Now, 
^ my dear Love, said I, the moment we entered it, throw¬ 
ing my arms about her, juft as her lips were joyfully 
opening to speak to me, do I salute my real Sifter, my 
Sifter Grandison, in my dear Lady L’s name, as well as in 
my own: God Almighty confirm and eftabhsh your hap¬ 
piness ! 

My deareft, deareft Lady G. how grateful, how en¬ 
couraging, to my heart, is your kind Salutation! Your 
continued Love, and that of my dear Lady L* will be 
essential to my happiness. 

May our Hearts be ever united! replied I. But they 
muft: For were not our Minds kindred Minds before? 

But you muft love my Lucy, said she, presenting her 
to me.—You muft love my Grand- 

—Mamma, said I, catching the word from her, your 
Aunt, your Uncle, your Cousins, and your Cousins 
Cousins, to the twentieth Generation—^And so I will: 


f 
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Ours yours; Yours oursl We are all of one Family, and 
will be for ever. 

What a happy creature am I! replied she—How many 
people can one good man make so!—But where, where is 
my Emily, sweet girl? Bring to me, Lucy, bring to me, 
my Emily! 

Lucy went out, and led in the dear girl. With hands 
and eyes uplifted, My dear Miss Byron, that was, now 
Lady Grandison, said she, love me; love your Emily. I 
am now your Emily, your Ward; love me as well as you 
did when Miss Byron. 

Harriet threw her arms about her neck; I do, I will, I 
mu^l: You shall be my Sifter, my Friend; my Emily now, 
indeed! Love me, as I will Iqve you; and you shall find 
your happiness in mine. 

Sir Charles entered, his Beauchamp in his hand. Quit¬ 
ting his, and taking hers, he kissed it. Once more, said he, 
do I thank my deare^ Life for the honour she has done 
me: Then resuming, with his other hand, his Beau¬ 
champ’s, he,presented each to the other, as Brother and 
Sigler. 

Beauchamp, in a graceful manner, bowed on her hand: 
She courtesied to him with an air of dignity and esteem. 

He then turning to Emily; Acknowlege, my dear, said 
he, your elder Sigler: My Harriet will love her Emily. Re¬ 
ceive, my deare^ Life, your Ward. Yet (to Emily) I 
acquit not myself of the power, any more than of the will, 
of obli|fing you at fir^l hand. 

O Sir! said the sobbing girl, you are all goodness! But 
I will 'make no requeft to you, but through my deareft 
Lady Grandison’s mediation. If she approve of it firft, I 
shall not doubt of its fitness to be complied with. 


CC 2 
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Was not that pretty, in Emily?—O how Beauchamp’s 
eyes loved her! 

But why, Ladies, said Sir Charles, do you sequester 
yourselves from the company? Are we not all of a Family 
to-day? The four little Flora’s, with their baskets in their 
hands, were entering the gate, as I came in: Receive 
them, my Love, with your usual graciousness. We will 
join the company, and call them in. My Beauchamp, you 
are a Brideman; re^ore my Bride to her friends and ad¬ 
mirers within.—He took Emily’s hand. She looked so 
proud!—Harriet gave hers to Beauchamp. We followed 
them into the Great Hall: Mr. Selby had archness in his 
look, and seemed ready to blame us for withdrawing— 
Sir Charles was aware of him. My dear Mr. Selby, said 
he. Will you not allow us to see the pretty Flora’s.?—By 
all means, said Mr. Selby, and hurried out, and intro- 
‘duced them. 

Sweet pretty girls! We had more leisure to consider 
the elegant rufticity of their dresses and appearance— 
They had their baskets in their hands, and a^courtesy and 
a blush ready for every one in company. Sir Charles 
seemed to expeft that his Bride would take notice of them 
fir^; but observing that she wanted presence of mind, he 
itept to them, took each by the hand, the youngest fir^t, 
called them pretty Loves; I wish, said he, I could present 
you with as pretty flowers as you threw away in honour to 
this company, putting into each basket, wrapped up in 
paper, five guineas: Then presented them, two in each 
hand, to his Bride; who, by that time, was better prepared 
to receive them with that sweet ease and familiarity which 
give grace to all she says and does. 

The children afterwards desiring to go to their pa¬ 
rents, the^polite Beauchamp himself, accompanied by 
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Lucy, led them to them, and returned, with a request 
from all the tenants, that they might have the honour, 
some time in the day, to see the Bride and Bridegroom 
among them, were it but for two minutes. What says my 
Love? said Sir Charles.—O, Sir! I cannot, cannot— 
Well, then, I will attend them, to make your excuse, as 
well as I can.—She bowed her thanks. 

The tiipe before dinner was devoted to conversation. 
Sir Charles was nobody’s; no, not very particularly his 
Bride’s: He put every one upon speaking in turn. For 
about half an hour he sat between the joyful Mrs. Shirley 
and Mrs. Selby; but even then, in talking to them, talked 
to the whole company: Yet, in his air and manner to both, 
shewed so much respeft, as needed not the aid of a par¬ 
ticular address to them in wofds. 

This was observed to me by good Lord L. For Har¬ 
riet (uneasy, every eye continually upon her, thoughtful^ 
bashful) withdrawing, a little before dinner, with a ca^ of 
her eye to me, I followed her to her dressing-room.There, 
with so much expressiveness of meaning, tho’ not of lan¬ 
guage; so much tenderness of love; so much pious gra¬ 
titude; so much true virgin sensibility; did she open her 
heart to me; that I shall ever revolve what passed in that 
conversation, as the true criterion of Virgin Delicacy un¬ 
mingled with alFeftation. Nor was I displeased, that, in 
the height of her grateful Self-congratulation, she more 
than once acknowleged a sigh for the admirable Clemen¬ 
tina. We juft began to express our pleasure and our hopes 
in the good behaviour of our Emily, when we were called 
to dinner. It was a sumptuous one. 

Mr. Selby was very orderly, upon the whole: But he 
remembred, he said, that when he was married (and he 
called upon his Dame to confirm it) he was obliged to 
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wait on his Bride, and the Company; and he insi^ed upon 
it, that Sir Charles should. 

No, no, no, every one said; and the Bride looked a 
little serious upon it: But Sir Charles, with an air of 
gaiety that infinitely became him, took a napkin from the 
butler; and putting it under his arm, I have only one re- 
que^ to make you, my dear Mr. Selby—^When I am 
more aukward than I ought to be, do you correft me; and 
I shall have both pride and pleasure in the task. 

Adad! said Mr. Selby, looking at him with pleasure— 
You may be any-thing, do any-thing; you cannot con¬ 
ceal the Gentleman. Ads-heart, you mu^t always be the 
fir^l man in company—^Pardon me, my Lords. 

Sir Charles was the mode^eft servitor that ever wait¬ 
ed at table, while his napkin was under his arm: But he 
laid it down, while he addressed himself to the company, 
folding something to say to each, in his pithy, agreeable 
manner, as he went round the table. He made every one 
happy. With what delight did the elder Ladies look upon 
him, when he addressed himself to each of them! He 
^opt at the Bride’s chair, and made her a fcompliment 
with an air of tenderness. I heard not what it was, sitting 
at di^ance; but she looked grateful, pleased; smiled, and 
blushed. He passed from her to the Bride-maids, and 
again complimented each of them. They also seemed de¬ 
lighted with what he said. Then going to Mr. Selby; 
Why don’t you bid me resume the napkin. Sir? No, no; 
we see what you can do: Your conformity is enough for 
me. You may now sit down, when you please. You make 
the waiters look aukward. . ‘ 

He took his seat, thanked I^r. Selby for having re¬ 
minded him of his duty, as he called it, and was all Him¬ 
self, the mo^l graceful and obliging of men. 
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You know, my dear Lady L. how much I love to praise 
my brother. Neither I, nor the young Ladies, not even 
those who had humble servants present, regarded any¬ 
body but him. My poor Lord!—I am glad, however, that 
he has a tolerable good set of teeth—They were always 
visible. A good honest sort of man, though. Lady L. 
whatever you may think of him. 

After dinner, at Mr. Selby’s reminding motion. Sir 
Charles and the men went to the tenants. They all wished 
him joy; and, as they would not sit down, while he ftood. 
Sir Charles took a seat among them, and all the reft fol¬ 
lowed his example. 

One of the honest men, it seems, remembred the Nup¬ 
tials of Mr. and Mrs. Byron, and praised them as the 
befl and happieft of the human race: Others confirmed 
his character of both :,Another knew the late Mr. Shirley, 
and extolled him as much; Another remembred the birtlj, 
another the chriflening, of the Bride; and others talked 
of what an excellent creature she was from her infancy. 
Let me tell you. Sir, said one grey-headed man, you will 
have much ado to deserve her; and yet you are said to be 
as good as you are handsome. The women took up the 
cause. They were sure, by what they had heard, if any 
man ig, the world could deserve the Bride, it was Sir 
Charles Grandison; and they would swear for him by his 
looks. One of the honefl men said. They should all have 
taken it as an hugeous favour, were they allowed to wish 
the Bride joy, tho’ at ever so great a distance. 

Sir Charles said. He was sure the women would ex¬ 
cuse her this day; and then the men would, in complai¬ 
sance to them. We will hope, said he, looking all round 
him, before we leave Northamptonshire, for one happy 
dinner together. 
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They all got up to bow and courtesy, and looked xyon 
each other; and the men, who are mo^ of them free¬ 
holders, wished to the Lord for a new eleftion, and that 
he would come among them. They had no great matter of 
fault to find, they said, with their present representatives; 
but any-body who would oppose Sir Charles Grandison, 
would ^and no chance. The women joined in the decla¬ 
ration as if they thought highly, as Sir Charles pleasantly 
observed, of their own influence over their husbands. 
They all wondered that he was not in Parliament, till they 
heard how little a while he had been in England. 

He took leave of the good people (who, by their beha¬ 
viour and appearance, did as much credit to their land¬ 
lords as to themselves) with his usual affability and polite¬ 
ness ; repeating his promiseof a day of Jubilee, as some of 
them called it. 

^ The Ball, at the request of the whole company, was 
opened by the Bride and Bridegroom. She was very un¬ 
easy at the general Call. Sir Charles saw she was, and 
would have taken out Miss Nedham; but it was not per¬ 
mitted. The dear creature, I believe, did hei* be^t at the 
time; but I have seen her perform better: Yet she did ex¬ 
ceedingly well. But such a figure herself, and such a part¬ 
ner ; How could she do amiss? ^ 

Emily was taken out by Beauchamp. He did his be^l, I 
am sure; and almost as much excelled his pretty partner, 
as her beloved friend did his. 

Emily, sitting down by me, asked if she did not per¬ 
form very ill. Not very ill, my dear, said I; but not so well 
as I have seen you dance. I don’t know, said she, what ails ‘ 
me: My heart is very heavy, madam. What can be the 
meaning of it? But don’t tell Lady Grandison. sol— 
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High-ho!—^Lady Grandison I What a sound is that? A 
charming sound! But how shall I bring my lips to be 
familiarized to it? 

You are glad she is married, my love, I dare say? 

Glad I To be sure I am lit is an event that I have long, 
long wished for: But new names, and new titles, one 
knows not how to frame one’s mouth to presently. It was 
some time before I could call you Lady G. But don’t you 
pity poor Lady Clementina, a little, madam? 

A great deal, I do. But as she refused my brother— 

Ah 1 dear 1 that’s the thing 11 wonder she could—^when 
he would have let her have the free exercise of her Reli¬ 
gion. 

Had you rather your Guardian had had Lady Clemen¬ 
tina, Emily? • 

O no! How can you ask me such a queftion, madam? 
Of all the women in the world, I wished him to have Mis^ 
Byron. But she is too happy for pity, you know, madam I 
—Bless me 1 What does she look so thoughtful for? Why 
does she sigh so? Surely she can’t be sorry 1 

Sorry! N< 5 , my Love! But a change of condition foi 
life! New attachments! A new course of life! Her namd 
sunk, and loft! The property, person and will, of another 
excelleijt as the man is; obliged to go to a new house; t( 
be ingrafted into a new family; to leave her own, who s ► 
dearly love her; an irrevocable deftiny!—Do you think , 
Emily, new in her present circumftances, every eye upo: 
her, it is not enough to make a considerate mind, as hej^ 
is, thoughtful? 

All.these are mighty hardships, madam! putting up 
her lip—But, Lady G. can you suppose she thinks them 
so? If she does —But she is a dear good Lady—I shall ever 



394 7%^ History o/ [Vol. 5 . 

love Jier^<Sfco4s^ ornament o f our Sex^See, how lovely 
sheJoolcsiJQid yduTtardysliip ever see'so’sWeFa cfe^ 
ture? I never^iar" 

■Jl ^ot f or Beauty, Dignity, Ease, Figure, Modefty, 

good Sense, diJ I eveF!... ” 

She^s my 'Guardianess, may I say? Is there such a 
word?—I shall be as proud of her, as I am of my Guard¬ 
ian. Yet there is no cause of sighing, I think.—See my 
Guardian! her Husband! Unfashionable as the word is, 
it is a pretty word. The House-band., that ties all together. 
Is not that the meaning?—^Look round! How does he 
surpass all men !—His ease, talk of Ease! His Dignity, 
talk of Dignity! As handsome a man, as she is a woman! 
See how every young Lady eyes him; every young Gen¬ 
tleman endeavours to imitate him. I wish he would take 
me out; I would do better. 

^ This was the sub^ance of the whispering Dialogue 
that passed between Emily and me—^Poor girl! 

Mr. Selby danced with Lucy, and got great applause. 
He was resolved, he said, to have one dance with the 
Bride. She besought him not to think of it.* Her grand¬ 
mamma, her aunt, intreated for her. She desired Sir 
Charles to interpose—If, my deareft Life, you could ob¬ 
lige your uncle—I cannot, cannot think of it. ^ 

Lady G. said Sir Charles, be so good as to challenge 
Mr. Selby. I ^tood forth, and offered my hand to him. He 
could not refuse it. He did not perform so well as with 
Lucy. Go, said I, when we had done, sit down by your 
Dame, and be quiet: You have lo^ all your credit. Tou 
dance with a Bride!—Some people know not hpw td 
bear applause; nor to leave off when they are well. Lord 
L. took out Mrs. Selby. She dances very gracefully,; your 
Lord, you know, is above praise. The young Lord Reres- 
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by and Miss Nedham diftinguished themselves. My odd 
creature was in his element. He and Miss Barclay, and 
another time he and Emily, did very handsomely; and 
the girl got up her reputation. Lord W. did hobble, and 
not ungracefully, with old Mrs. Selby; who had not 
danced, she said, for twenty years before; but, on so joy¬ 
ful an occasion, would not refuse Lord W’s challenge: 
And both were applauded; the time of life of the Lady, 
the limpingness of my Lord, considered. 

There was a very plentiful sideboard, of rich wines, 
sweetmeats, &c. We all disclaimed formal supper. 

We went afterwards into country-dances. Mrs. Shir¬ 
ley retired about Ten. Harriet took the opportunity of 
attending her; and it was a seasonable relief to her. I had 
an intimation to attend her. I found her ju^t dropt on her 
knees to her grandmamma; who, with her arms about 
her neck, was folding to her fond heart the darling of 
The sweet girl was so apprehensive. I was called upon to 
give my opinion, whether she should return to the com¬ 
pany, or not: I gave it, that she should; and that she 
should retirt, for the night, about Eleven. As to the 
Bride-maids, I said, I would manage, that they should 
only attend her to her chamber, and leave her there, with 
her autit, Lucy, and me. Lord L. undertook to make the 
gentlemen give up form: which, he said, they would the 
more easily do, as they were set into dancing. 

After all. Lady L. we women, dressed out in ribbands, 
and gaudy trappings, and in Virgin-white on our Wed¬ 
ding-days, seem but like milk-white heifers led to sacri¬ 
fice. We ought to be indulged, if we are not shameless 
things, and very wrong indeed, in our choice of the man 
we caft love. 

We returned to company. The Bridegroom was look- 
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ing out for us. My dearest Life, said he, Are you return¬ 
ed?—I thought—^There he ftopt. 

Mr. Selby broke from his partner, Miss Barclay, to 
whisk into the figure the Bride. Sir Charles joined the 
deserted Lady, who seemed much better pleased with 
her new partner than with her old one. Lord W. who was 
sitting down, took Mrs. Selby, and led her into the dance. 

I drew Miss Nedham to the sideboard, and gave her 
her cue: She gave theirs to the three other Bride-maids. 

About Eleven, Mrs. Selby, unobserved, withdrew 
with the Bride. The Bride-maids, one by one, waited on 
her to her chamber; saluted her, and returned to cbm- 
pany. 

The dear creature wanted presence of mind. She fell 
into my reflexion above. O my dear Lady G. 1 said she, 
was I not right when I declared, that I never would mar- 
igr, were it not to the man I loved above all the men in the 
world? 

She complimented me twenty times, with being very 

f ood. She prayed for me; but her prayers were meant for 
erself. You remember, that she told mej o'h my appre¬ 
hensiveness on the like occasion, that fear made me love- 
ing to her. On her blessing me—^Ah, Harriet, said I, you 
now find, that apprehension will make one pious,,is well 
as loving. 

My Siifer, my Friend, my own, my Caroline’s, my 
Brother’s, dear Lady Grandison! said I, when I left her, 
near undressed, God bless you! And God be praised, that 
I can call you by these tender names 1 My brother is the 
happieft of men; you of women. May we never love eacA 
other less than we do nowl Lopk forward to the serene 
happiness of your future lot. If you are the Joy of our 
Brother, you muft be our Joy; and the Jewel of our family. 
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She answered me only by a fervent embrace, eyes lifted 
up, surcharged, as I may say, with tears of joy, as in 
thankfulness. 

I then rushed down-ftairs, and into the company. 

My brother in^antly addressed me—My Harriet, 
whispered he, with impatience, returns not this night. 

You’ll see Mrs. Selby, I presume, by-and-by, return- 
ed I. . 

He took his seat by old Mrs. Selby, and fell into talk 
with her, to avoid joining in the dances. His eye was con¬ 
tinually turned to the door. Mrs. Selby, at la^, came in. 
Her eyes shewed the tender leave she had taken of her 
Harriet. 

My brother approached her. She went out: He fol¬ 
lowed her. In a quarter of an hour she returned. 

We saw my brother no more that night. 

We continued our dancings till between Three aud 
Four. 

I have often observed, that we women, whether weak¬ 
ly or robu^j are hardly ever tired with dancing. It was so 
with us. The men, poor souls! looked silly, and sleepy, by 
two; all but my ape: He has a good many Femalities, as 
uncle Selby calls them. But he was brought up to be idle 
and useless, as women generally are. I muSl conclude my 
Letters whimsically, my dear: If I did not, you would not 
know them to be written by 

Tour 
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LETTER LVII. 

Lady G. In Continuation. 

E m IL Y, Lucy, and I,went to pay our morning-con¬ 
gratulations as soon as we arose, which was not very 
early, to my brother, being told that he was in.the Cedar 
parlour, writing. He received us like himself. I am writ¬ 
ing, said he, a few very short Letters. They are to demand 
the felicitations, one, of our beloved Caroline; one pf our 
aunt Grandison; one of the Earl of G. and one of our dear 
Dr. Bartlett. There is another; you may read it, Char¬ 
lotte. 

That also was a short one; to signify, according to 
promise, as I found, to Signor Jeronymo della Porretta, 
the aftual celebration of his Nuptials. I returned it— 
“Like my brother,” was all I said. It concluded with a 
caution, given in the mo^l ardent terms, againil precipi¬ 
tating the admirable Clementina. 

We went up to the Bride. She was dressing. Her aunt 
was with her, and her two cousin Holles’s, who went not 
home the preceding night. 

The moment we entered, she ran to us; and, dasping 
her arms about my neck, hid her blushing face in my 
bosom—My deare^, deare^ Lady G. murmured she— 
Am I indeed your Sifter, your Sifter Grandison.? And will 
you love me as well as ever.? 

My deareft, lovely Sifter! My own Sifter Grandisoi\l 
My Brother’s Wife 1 Moft sincerely do I repeat, Joy, Joy, 
Joy, to my Harriet 1 < 

O Lady G. How you raise me! Your goodness is a 
seasonable goodness to me. I never, never, but by yours 
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and your sifter’s example, shall be worthy of your bro¬ 
ther 1 

Then disengaging herself from my arms; Yefterday, 
Lucy, said she, was a happy, happy Day 11 have but one, 
one regret—There is a Lady in the world that deserves 
the beft of men better than your Harriet—^And, lifting 
up her hands and eyes, God preserve and proteft her!— 
She shall be the subjeft of my prayers, as often as I pray 
for myself, and for him who is dearer to me than myself. 

Then embracing Emily; Wish me Joy, my Love! In 
my Joy shall you find _yo«r ownl 

Emily wept, and even sobbed—You muft, you muft, 
treat me less kindly, madam. I cannot, cannot bear your 
good—your goodness. On my knees I acknowlege my 
other Guardian. God bless my dear, dear Lady Grandi¬ 
son I 

At that moment, as they were folded in each othei^ie 
arms, entered my brother—He clasped his round his 
sweet Bride: Pardon this intrusion, said he—Excellent 
creature, continue to love my Emily!—Continue, my 
dear Emily, to deserve the sifterly love of my Harriet! 

Then turning to me, saluting me. My Charlotte loves 
my Harriet; so does our Caroline. She fondly loves you 
both. God continue your love to each other! What a 
Sifter has Yefterday’s happy event given to each other! 
—^What a Wife to me!—We will endeavour, my Love 
(to her) to deserve our happiness; and I humbly truft, it 
will be continued to us. 

He saluted Mrs. Selby—My own Aunt Selby! What 
obligations am I under to you, and to our venerable Mrs. 
Shirley, for giving to an Angel an Angel’s education, and 
conferring on me the blessing! 

Congratulate me, my dear Cousin Holies’s, saluting 



400 History o/ [Vol. 5. 

each. May you both be as happy whenever you alter your 
single ftate, as I will endeavour to make your lovely 
Cousin. 

He withdrew, bowing to us, and with so much respeft- 
fulness to the happy Harriet, as delighted us all. 

Lucy went down with him, to pay her morning com¬ 
pliments to the two Grandmamma’s. 

Sifter, said Kitty Holies, after he was gone—^we never, 
never, can think of marrying, after we have seen Sir 
Charles Grandison, and his behaviour. 

Lucy came up with Nancy. They embraced their cou¬ 
sin. Your grandmamma and my grandmamma, my dear- 
eft cousin, are impatient to see you, in your grandmam¬ 
ma’s chamber; and the gentlemen are crying out for their 
breakfafts in the great patlour. We hurried down. The 
Bride threw herself at her grandmamma’s feet, for her 
hkssing. It was given in such a tender and pious manner, 
that we were all affefted by it. The beft of Sons, of Men, 
said she afterwards, has but juft left me. What a blessing 
to all around him, is a good man I Sir Charles Grandison 
is every-thing. But, my dear Loves, to the younger La¬ 
dies, let a good man, let life, let manners, be the principal 
motive of your choice: In goodness will you have every 
sanftion; and your Fathers, Mothers, Relations, Eriends, 
everyjoy 1 My deareft Love, my Harriet, taking her hand, 
there was a time that I thought no man on earth could de¬ 
serve you: Now it is my prayer, and will be, that you may 
deserve this man. But let us Join the gentlemen. Fear not, 
my Harriet—Sir Charles’s charafter will preserve with 
every one its dignity, and give a sanftion to the Solemnity 
that has united you to him. My deareft Love! be proud, 
and look assured: Tou may, or who can? Yefterday’s 
transaftion is your glory; glory in it, my Harriet! 
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We attended the two elder Ladies down, Harriet, as 
bashful people ever do, increased her own difficulties, by 
laying behind with her Lucy. We were all seated at the 
breakfast-tables, and Staid for them; Mr. Selby grew im¬ 
patient; every one having declared themselves ready for 
breakfast. At laSt, down came the blushing Bride, with 
her Lucy. Sir Charles seeing Mr. Selby’s countenance 
turning peevishly arch; juSt as he had begun “Let me tell 
you. Niece,” and was coming out with something, he 
arose, and taking his Bride’s hand, led her to her seat. 
Hush, my dear Mr. Selby, said he: Nobody muSt call to 
account my Wife, and I present.—How, Sir! How, Sir! 
Already have I loSt my Niece? 

Not so, Mr. Selby. All her duties will have Strength 
given them by the happy event of yeSterday: But you 
muSt not let a new-married man see how much easier it is 
to find fault, than to be faultless. 

Your servant. Sir, replied Mr, Selby—You’ll one day 
pay for your complaisance, or my Niece is not a woman. 
But I was ready primed. You have robbed me of a jeSt; 
and that, let me tell you, would have been more to me 
than my breakfaSt. 

After breakfast, Lucy gave us a lesson on the harpsi¬ 
chord. Sir Charles accompanied her finger, at the desire 
of the company. 

Lord and Lady W. excused themselves to breakfaSt, 
but came to dinner. We entertained one another with 
reports of what passed yeSterday; what people said; 
how the tenants feaSt was managed; how the populace 
behaved at the houses which were kept open, The Church¬ 
w ardens List was produced of the Poo r recommended^try^ 
th ern; It am ^ upwards^T^o, dl^STTnlEoTwb 

classes; on^^TdiejclcnovTi^^^ 

" . ... . . 
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housekeepers and labouring people who were ashamed 
Iko apply; but to whom the Churchwardens knew bounty 
[would be acceptable. There were above thirty of these, to 
iwhom Sir Charles gave very handsomely, but we know 
■not what. The Churchwardens, who are known to be 
\good men, went away blessing him, with hearts running 
over at their lips, as if they themselves were to find their 
account in his goodness. 


Saturday. 

We have had a smart debate this morning, on the 
natural independency of our Sex, and the usurpation of 
the other. Particulars by-and-by. 

My brother is an irresi^table man. To-morrow he has 
carried it to make his appeWance at Church, againft all 
their firft intentions, and that by their own consents. He 
•had considered every-thing: They had not. Mr. Beau¬ 
champ has Letters which require him to go up to town: 
Lord and Lady W. are desirous to get thither; his Lord- 
ship having some gouty warnings: I am obliged to go up; 
having hated to set about any-thing preparatory to your 
case, Caroline! [If the wretch were to come in my way 
ju^ now, I should throw my ^andish at him, I believe.] 
The Earl and Lady Gertrude are in town; and I am afraid 
of another reprimand. The Earl never jefts but he means 
the same as if he were serious. I shall take Emily with me, 
when I go. Mrs. Reeves wants to be with her little boy. 
Yet all these people are desirous to credit the appearance. 
—I had like to have forgot your good man—^He longs tp 
see his Caroline; and hopes to engage my brother taftand 
in person as his urchin’s sponsor. So you see that there is a 
necessity to consent to make the appearance to-^morrow, 
or the Bride will lose the flower of her company. 
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On Monday it ftands determined, that Mr. and Mrs. 
Reeves, Mr. Beauchamp, Emily, Lord L. Lord and Lady 
W. myself, and Lord G. will set out for London. 

God continue the happiness of this charming Pair! 
Their behaviour to each other is ju^l what I would wish it 
to be; tender, affeftionate, without fulsome fondness. He 
cannot be more respeftful to the dear creature now, than 
he was before marriage: But from his present behaviour, 
I dare answer for him, that he will not be less so: And yet 
he is so lively, that he has all the young man in his beha¬ 
viour, whenever occasions call for relaxation: Even when 
subjefts require seriousness, as they do sometimes, in 
conversations between Mrs. Shirley, Mrs. Selby, Mr. 
Deane, and him; his seriousness, as Mrs. Shirley herself 
finely observed in his absence, is attended with such viva¬ 
city, and intermingled with such entertaining illustra¬ 
tions, all naturally arising from and falling into The 
subject, that he is sure of every one's attention and ad¬ 
miration. The features of his manly face, and the turn of 
his fine eye, qbserved she, on another occasion, are caSl for 
pity, and not for censure. And let me add a speech of his, 
when he was called upon to censure a person, on a slight 
representation of fafts. “The whole matter is not before 
us, said^^ie: We know not what motives he may have to 
plead by way of extenuation, tho’ he may not be able en¬ 
tirely to excuse himself. But, as it appears to me, / would 
not have done so?' 

But what, my dear, am I about.^ Are they not my bro¬ 
ther’s praises that I am expatiating upon.^ Was I ever to 
be tru^ed with that subjeft.^ Is there no man, I have been 
asked, that is like your brother.?—He, I have answered, 
is mo^l likely to resemble him, who has an unbounded 
charity, and universal benevolence, to men o^ all profes- 

dd2 
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sions; and who, imitating the Divinity, regards the heart, 
rather than the head, and much more than either rank or 
fortune, tho’ it were princely; and yet is not a leveller, but 
thinks that rank or degree in titles a man who is not utter¬ 
ly unworthy of both, to respeft. 

I will write one more Letter, and then give way to 
other affairs. I never thought I should have been such a 
scribbler. But the correspondence between my brother 
and Dr. Bartlett, into which we were all so eager to peep; 
that of this dear creature with her Lucy, which so much 
entertained us, and which led us, in her absence, to wish 
to continue the series of it; the ^lory of Clementina so 
interesting; all our suspenses so affedting, and the Slate of 
this our lovely friend’s heart so peculiar; and the task 
removed from you to me, o?promoting and contributing 
to the correspondence; All these, together, led me on. 
Buf now one Letter more shall conclude my task. 

Lord L. has juSl now mentioned to my brother his 
wishes that he would Stand Godfather to the little Lord. 
My brother caught his hand, and besoughj his pardon 
for not offering himself. You do me, my dear Lord, said 
he, both honour and pleasure. Where was my thought.? 
But this dear creature, turning to his Bride, will be so 
good as to remind me of all my imperfedtions. I^m in a 
way to mend; for the duties inseparable from my delight¬ 
ful new engagement will Strengthen all my other duties. 

I have taken upon me. Sir, said she, to requeSt the 
favour of my Lord and Lady L’s acceptance of me for a 
Godmother. 

To which I have objedlions, said I. I have a* prior 
claim. Aunt Eleanor has put irrhers. Lady W. hers, and 
this before Miss Byron was Lady Grandison. 
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Your circumstance, my dear Lady G. according to a 
general observation of our Sex, is prohibitory. 

Will you, my brother, appealed I, allow of supersti¬ 
tious observances, prognostics, omens, dreams.? 

O no! My Harriet has been telling me how much she 
suffered lately from a dream, which she permitted to give 
Strength and terror to her apprehensions from Mr. Gre- 
ville. Guard, my dear Ladies, againSt these imbecillities 
of tender minds. In these instances, if in no other, will 
you give a superiority to our Sex, which, in the debate of 
this morning, my Charlotte would not allow of. 

I will begin my next Letter with an account of this de¬ 
bate; and if I cannot comprise it in the compass I intend 
to bring it into, my one more Letter may perhaps Stretch 
into two. 

LETTER LVIII. 

Lady G. In Continuation. 

T H E debate I mentioned, began on Frid^ morning 
at breakfast time; brought on by some or uncle Sel¬ 
by’s good-natured particularities; for he will always have 
something to say againSt women. I bespoke my brother’s 
neutrality, and declared I would enter the liSts with Mr. 
Selby, and allow all the other men present to be of his 
side. I had a flow of spirits. Man’s usurpation^ and wo¬ 
man’s natural independency, was the topic. I carried ^ 
my argument very tnumpnantly.” Nbw-a!hd-then a sly 
hint, popt out by my brother, half-disconcerted me; but I 
called him to order, and he was silent: Yet once he had 
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like to have put me out—^Wrapping his arms about him¬ 
self, with inimitable humour—O my Charlotte, said he, 
how I love my Country! England is the only spot in the 
world, in which this argument can be properly debated I 
—^Very sly—Was it not? 

I made nothing of Mr. Selby. I called him the tyrant of 
the family. And as little of Mr. Deane, Lord L. and ^ill 
less of my own Lord, who was as eager in the debate as if 
it concerned him more than any-body to resift me; and 
this before my brother; who by his eyes, more than once, 
seemed to challenge me, because of the sorry creature’s 
earneftness. All those, however, were men of ftraw, with 
me; and I thought myself very near making Mr. Selby 
ask pardon of his Dame for his thirty years usurpation. In 
short, I had half-eftablished our Sex’s superiority on the 
ruin of that of the sorry fellows, when the debate was 
cl<reed, and referred t o Mrs. S h irley, a s moderatrix; my 
brother ftill excluded any share In it.—She indeed ob¬ 
liged me to lower my topsails a little. 

“I thiiiL.aaii-the venerable Lady, women are g,e ner- 
ally too much considered as a species apart. ^oL^ sure, in 
the tlutie§lind^affaif s dfhfe,'w^ tE^Ti^e^dm^ent or 
opptisitff’sharesr'aHotted them hy I’Jr^i^ence, th eyScti^h t 
not to gtfOTtt^fhfe’if own sphere, o r invade thej uans pro- 

eirsTNayTTam so much 
of thi»"opinioH7 thSt'th 5 *TIKrnF’fhe confidence which 
some men place in their wives, in committing all their 
affairs to their care, very flattering to the opinion both of 
their integrity and capacity; yet, I should not choose (and 
that not out of laziness to avoid the trouble) to interfere 
with the management without-doors, which I think more 
properly the man’s province, unless in some particular 
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“But in common intercourse and conversation, why 
are we to be perpetually considering the Sex of the person 
we are talking to.? Why mu^k women always be addressed * 
in an appropriated language; and not treated on the com¬ 
mon footing of reasonable creatures.? And why mu^ they, 
from a false notion of mode^, be afraid of shewing 
themselves to be such, and affeft a childish ignorance.? 

“I do not mean, that I would have women enter into 
learned disputes, for which they are rarely qualified: But 
I think there is a degree of knowlege very compatible 
with their duties; therefore not unbecoming them, and 
necessary to make them fit companions for men of sense: 
A character in which they will always be found more use¬ 
ful than that of a plaything, the amusement of an idle 
hour. • 

“No person of sense, man or woman, will venture to 
launch out on a subjeft with which they are not«<well 
acquainted. The lesser degree of knowlege will give place 
to the greater. This will secure subordination enough, 
^or the advantages of education which men mu^ neces-^ 
fearily have'over women, if they have made the proper use 
of them, will have set them so forward on the race, that we I 
can never overtake them. But then don’t let them despise! 
us foi;,this, as if their superiority were entirely founded f 
on a natural difference of capacity. Despise us as women 
and value themselves merely as men: For it is not th< 
hat or cap which covers the head, that decides of tig 
merit of it. 

“In the general course of the things of this world, 
women have not opportunities of sounding the depths of 
science, or of acquainting themselves perfedlly with po¬ 
lite literature; But this want of opportunity is not entirely 
confined to them. There are professions among the men 
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no more favourable to these Judies, than the common 
avocations of women. For example; merchants, whose 
attention is (and perhaps more usefully, as to public uti¬ 
lity) chained down to their accounts. Officers, both of 
land and sea, are seldom much better in^lrufted, tho’ 
they may, perhaps, pass through a few more forms: And 
as for knowlege of the world, women of a certain rank 
have an equal title to it with some of them. A learned 
man, as he is called, who should despise a sensible one of 
these professions, and disdain to converse with him, 
would pass for a pedant; and why not for despising or 
undervaluing a woman of sense, who may be put on the 
same footing.^ Men, in common conversation, have laid 
it down for a rule of good breeding, not to talk before 
women ofthings they don’t hnder^and; by which means, 
an opportunity of improvement is lo^; a very good one 
too^.one that has been approved by the abie^ persons 
who have written on the education of children, because it 
is a means of learning insensibly, without the appearance 
of a task. Common subjefts afford only commonplace, 
and are soon exhaufted: Why, then, should cbnversation 
be confined to such narrow limits, and be liable to con¬ 
tinual repetition; when, if people would ftart less beaten 
subjefts, many doubts and difficulties concerning them 
might be cleared up, and they would acquire a more 
settled opinion of things (which is what the generality 
much want, from an indolence that hinders them from 
examining) at the same time that they would be better 
entertained, than with talking of the weather, and such, 
kind of insipidities. ’ ’ 

Lady W. applauding Mrs. l^irley’s sentiments, A- 
propos, said she. Let me read you the speech (taking it 
out of her Pocket-book) of an Ea^-India officer, to a 
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pedant, who had been displaying his talents, and running 
over with terms of art, and scraps of Latin, mingled with 
a profusion of hard words that hardly any of the company 
understood; and which, at the same time that it diverted 
all present, cured the pretended scholar of his affeftation 
for ever after. My Lady read it, as follows: 

“l am charmed with this opportunity, said the officer, 
of discoursing with a gentleman of so much wit and 
learning; and hope I shall have his decision in a point 
which is pretty nice, and concerns some EaSlern manu¬ 
factures, of antient and reverend etymology. Modern 
critics are undetermined about them; but, for my part, I 
have always maintained, that Chints, Bullbulls, Morees, 
and Ponabaguzzy's, are of nobler and more generous 
uses than Doorgouzees or NoHrsurmanny's: Not but I hold 
againSl Byrampauts in favour of Niccannees and Boral- 
chauders. Only I wish, that so accurate a judge would in- 
SlruCl me, why Tapzils and Sallampores have given place 
to Neganepauts? And why Bejatapoutz should be more 
e^eemed than the finer fabric of Blue Chelloes {d)?” 

A very good rebuke of aflFeClation, said Sir Charles 
(and your Ladyship hints it was an efficacious one). It 
serves to shew, that men, in their different attainments, 
may h^equally useful; in other words, that the knowlege 
of polite literature leads not to every part of useful science. 

1 remember, that my Harriet di^inguishes very properly 
in some of her Letters to her Lucy, between Language 
and Science \ and that poor Mr. Walden (that I think was 
his name) was pretty much disconcerted, as a pedant may 
sometimes be, when (and he bowed to his Harriet) he has 
a natural genius to conteyd with. She blushed, and bowed 

(tf) Ttanscribed from a coUe^on of papers intitled. The Plain-dealer, in 

2 Vols. Vol. I. No. 37. 
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as she sat—And I remember, Sir, said she, you promised 
to give me your animadversions on the Letters I con¬ 
sented you should see: Will you be pleased to correft me, 
now? 

Corre£l you, my dearest Life 1 —What a word is that? I 
remember, that, in the conversation in which you were 
obliged, again^ your will, to bear so considerable a part, 
you demonftrated, that genius, without deep learning, 
made a much more shining figure, in conversation, than 
learning without genius: But, upon the whole, I was a 
little apprehensive, that true learning might suffer, if 
languages were too slightly treated. Mr, Walden made 
one good observation, or rather remembred it, for it was 
long ago made, and will be always of weight. That the 
knowlege of languages, any more than the advantage of 
birth, was never thought lightly of by those who had pre¬ 
tensions to either. The knowlege of the Latin language, 
in particular, let me say, is of singular use in the mastery 
of every science. 

There are who aver, that men of parts have no occasion 
for learning: But, surely, our Shakespeare hilnself, one of 
the greater genius’s of any country or age (who, how¬ 
ever, is an adept in the superior learning, the knowlege of 
nature) would not have been a sufferer, had he l^d that 
greater share of human learning which is denied him by 
some critics. 

But, Sir Charles, said Mr. Deane, don’t you think that 
Shakespeare, who lived before the great Milton, has an 
easier, pleasanter, and more intelligible manner of writ¬ 
ing, than Milton? If so, may it not be owing to Milton’s 
greater learning, that Shakespepe has the advantage of 
that immortal poet in perspicuity? 
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Is the fa6l certain, my dear Mr. Deane, that Milton 
wants perspicuity.? I have been bold enough sometimes 
to think, that he makes a greater display of his reading, 
than was quite necessary to his unbounded subjedt. But 
the age in which Shakespeare flourished, might be called. 
The age of English Learning, as well as of English Bra¬ 
very. The Queen and her court, the very Ladies of it, 
were more learned than any court of our English Sover¬ 
eigns was before, or hath been since. What a prodigy of 
learning, in the short reign of Edward the Vlth, was the 
Lady Jane Grey!—Greek, as well as Latin, was familiar 
to her: So it was to Queen Elizabeth. And can it be sup¬ 
posed, that the natural genius’s of those Ladies were 
more confined, or limited, for their knowlege of Latin 
and Greek.? Milton, tho’ a little nearer us, lived in harsh¬ 
er and more tumultuous times. 

O, Sir! said Harriet, then I find I was a very imperti¬ 
nent creature in the conversation to which you refer. 

Not so, my deare^ Love!—Mr. Walden, I remember, 
says, that learning in that assembly was not brought be¬ 
fore a fair fribunal. He should have known, that it had 
not a competent advocate in him. 

But, Sir Charles, said Mr, Beauchamp, I cannot but 
obsei^, that too much ^ress is laid upon Learning, as it 
is called, by those who have pretensions to it. You will 
not always find, that a scholar is a more happy man than 
an unlearned one. He has not generally more prudence, 
more wisdom, in the management of his aflFairs. 

What, my dear Beauchamp, is this saying, but that 
there is great difference between theory and practice.? 
This observation comqf very generously, and, with re¬ 
gard to the Ladies, very gallantly, from you, who are a 
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learned man; But as you are also a very prudent man, 
let me ask you, Do you think you have the less prudence 
for your learning? If not^ Is not learning a valuable addi¬ 
tion? 

But pra y. S ir Charles, said Mrs. Selby, let me ask your 
opinien: D o you IHihk, that If Vromen had the same 
opporttinlfieSj^the §ame education, as men, they^ould not 
'equatthem, in their attainments? 

Wbrneh^ rhy dearlVTrs. Selby, are women sooner than 
men are men. They have not, therefore, generally^ the 
learning-rmtf that men have, if they had equal genius’s. 

“i/'they had equal genius’s,” brother. Very well. My 
dear Si^er Harriet, you see you have given your hand to 
one of the Lords of the creation—^Vassal! bow to your 
Sovereign. * 

Sir Ch. My deare^l Love, take not the advice without 
the^xample. 

Lady G, Your servant. Sir. Well, but let me ask you, 
Do you think that there is a natural inferiority in the 
faculties of the one Sex? A natural superiority in those of 
the other? 

Sir Ch. Who will answer this que^ion for me? 

Not I, said Lord L. Not I, said Mr. Deane. Not I, said 
Mr. Beauchamp. • 

Then I have fairly taken you in—You would, if you 
could, answer it in the Ladies favour: This is the same as 
a confession. I may therefore the more boldly pronounce, 
that, generally speaking, I have no doubt but there is. 

Hdp me, dear Ladies, said I, to fight this battle out. 
You say, Sir, you have no doubt that there is a natural 
inferiority in the faculties of us„poor women; a natxiral 
superiority in you, imperial men. 

Generally speaking, Charlotte. Not individually you 
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Ladies, and us men: I believe all we who are present, shall 
be ready to subscribe to your superiority. Ladies. 

I believe, brother, you fib: But let that pass. 

Thank you, madam. It is for my advantage that it 
should; and perhaps for yours, smiling—There is a differ¬ 
ence, pardon me, Ladies, we are speaking^^w^r^?//^, in the 
conflitution, in the temperament, of the two Sexes, that 
gives to the one advantages which it denies to the other i 
But we may not too closely pursue this subjeft, tho’ the 
result, I am apt to believe, would put the matter out of 
dispute. Let us be more at large: Why has nature made a 
difference in the beauty, proportion, and symmetry, in 
persons of the two Sexes? Why gave it delicacy, soft¬ 
ness, grace, to that of the woman—as in the Ladies be¬ 
fore me; ^rength, firmness,*to men; a capacity to bear 
labour and fatigue; and courage, to protedl the other? 
Why gave it a di^linftion, both in qualities and plumage, 
to the different sexes of the feathered race? Why in the j 
courage of the male and female animals.^—The surlW' 
bull, the meek, the beneficent, cow, for one in^ance? 

We looked upon one another. 

There are exceptions to general rules, proceeded he: 
Mrs. Shirley surpasses all the men I ever knew, in wis- 
dom.-»Mrs. Selby and Lady G.— 

What of us, brother! What of us—to the advantage of 
your argument? 

Heroic Charlotte!—You are both very happily mar¬ 
ried—The men the women, the women the men, you can 
mutually assiil and improve each other. But ^ill— 

Your servant, brother, interrupted I.—^Your servant. 
Sir Charles, said Mrs. ^elby.—^And /say. Your servant, 
too, said Mr. Selby. 

Who sees not that my si^er Charlotte is ready to dis- 
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claim the competition in faft, tho’ not in words? Can 
tl yre be c harafters more odiousjhan those of a masciJine 
womaiUJUU]l.^a.,rtffe^^ 

gu ishin g charadm SijS-of A i ^ w h e n ce 

Thprft ar e. indee(L4 »i?g:"WKo?e miffd95ri£ 
I may be allowed the expression, seem to be«-€aif 
Fehial|p|i?mJdi;wh^ fo£S,jQpJing95'mTd-^^ 
fellowSyWho buz about your Sex at publicplaces; women, 
wFbsfeiniTlldsseem to be caJETn amasci 3 ine~ 6 ne'; wTTence 
your Barnevelts, my dear, and mo^ of the women who, at 
such places, give the men ftare for ilare, swing their 
arms, look jolly; and those married women who are so 
kind as to take the reins out of their husbands hands, in 
order to save the hone^ men trouble. 

Your servant, Sir—Youi* servant, Sir—And some of 
them looked as if they had said. You cannot mean me, I 
hop»; and those who spoke not, bowed and smiled thanks 
for his compliment to one fourth of the Sex. 

My Lord insultingly rubbed his hands for joy; Mr. 
Selby crowed; the other men slily smiled, tho’ they were 
afraid of giving a more open approbation. 

O my Sigler! said I, taking Harriet’s hand, we women 
are mere Nothings—We are nothing at all! 

How, my Charlotte! Make you no difference between 
being Every-thing and Nothing? 

Were it not, my dear Ladies, proceeded he, for male 
proteftors, to what insults, to what outrages, would not 
your Sex be subjeft? Pardon me, my deare^ Love, if I 
ftrengthen my argument by your excellencies, bowing to 
his Harriet. Is not the dear creature our good Mrs. Shir¬ 
ley’s own daughter? All the feminjne graces are hers. She 
is, in my notion, what all women should be—^But wants 
she not a proteftor? Even a dream, a resverie-^ 




Let. 58*] Sir Charles Grandison 415 

O Sir, spare me, spare me! sweetly blushing, said the 
lovely Harriet. I own I should have made a very silly, a 
very pusilanimous man I It is not long since, you know. 
Lady G. that I brought this very argument in favour of— 

Hush, Harriet! You will give up the Female cause. 

That is not fair, Charlotte, rejoined my brother; you 
should not intercept the conviftions of an ingenuous 
mind—B.ut I will spare my Harriet, if she will endeavour 
for her own sake, to let nothing disturb her for the future 
but realities \ and not any of those long, if they are inevit¬ 
able ones. 

But pray. Sir, said I, proceed in your argument, if you 
have any more to say. 

O Charlotte 11 have enough to say, to silence all your 
opposition, were I to give thil subjeft its dueweight. But 
we are only, for pleasantry-sake, skimming over the sur¬ 
face of the argument. Weaker powers are given generally 
for weaker purposes, in the oeconomy of Providence. I, 
for my part, however, disapprove not of our venerable 
Mrs. Shirlejf’s observation; That we are apt to consider ^ 
the Sex too much as a species apart: Y.et it islhv^ imon, 
tKafboflTGod'andNaTureliave designed avgry app^gnt 
difference in the minds of both, as well as in the peculiar 
beSutias of their persons. Were it not so, their offices 
would be confounded, and the women would not perhaps 
so readily submit to those domeftic ones in which it is 
their province to shine, and the men would be allotted 
the di^faff, or the needle; and you yourselves. Ladies, 
would be the firft to despise such. I, for my part, would 
only-ffontend, that we men should have power and right 
given us to protedf and,serve your Sex; that we should 
purchase and build for them; travel and toil for them; 
run through, at the call of Providence, or of our King and^ 



4i6 History 0/ [Vol. 5. 

Country, dangers and difficulties; and, at la^l, lay all our 
jtrophies, all our acquirements, at your feet, enough re¬ 
garded in the conscience of duty done, and your favour- 
ble acceptance. 

We were all of us again his humble servants. It was in 
vain to argue the tyranny of some husbands, when he 
could turn upon us the follies of some wives; and that 
wives and daughters were never more faulty, more un- 
dome^tic, than at present; and when we were before a 
judge, who, tho’ he could not be absolutely unpolite, 
would not flatter us, nor spare our foibles. 

However, it ftuck a little with Harriet, that she had 
given cause to Sir Charles, in the dispute which she for¬ 
merly bore a part in, relating to learning and languages, 
to think her more lively thin she ought to be, and had 
spoken too lightly of languages. She, sweetly blushing, 
likea young wife solicitous for the good opinion of the 
Beloved of her heart, revived that cause. 

He spoke very highly in her praise, upon the occasion; 
owned, that the Letters he had been favoured with the 
sight of, had given him deeper impressions in'her favour, 
than even her Beauty: Hoped for farther communica¬ 
tions; applauded her for her principles, and her inoffen¬ 
sive vivacity—^That sweet, that innocent vivacily, and 
noble frankness of heart, said he, taking her hand, which 
I hope you will never think of retraining. 

As to the conversation you speak of, proceeded he, I 
repeat, that I was apprehensive, when I read it, that lan¬ 
guages were spoken of in it slightly; and yet, perhaps, I 
am mitaken. You, my Beauchamp, I think, if my dearet 
Life will oblige us both by the conpnunication, and chooses 
to do so (for that mut be the condition on which all her 
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goodness to us mu^ be expected) shall be judge between 
us: You know, better than I, what stores of unexhausted 
knowlege lie in the works of those great Antients, which • 
suffered in the hands of poor Mr. Walden: You know 
what the paSt and present ages have owed, and what all 
future will owe, to Homer, AriSlotle, Virgil, Cicero: You 
can take in the necessity there is of restraining innova¬ 
tion, and preserving old rules and institutions, and of em¬ 
ploying the Youth of our Sex, who would otherwise be 
much worse employed (as we see in those who neglect 
their Studies) in the attainment of languages that can con¬ 
vey them to such lights in every science: Tho’ it were to 
be wished, that morals should take up more of the learner’s 
attention than they generally do. You know, that the 
truest parts of learning are to be found in the Roman and 
Greek writers; and you know, that translation (were 
every-thing worthy our notice translated) cannot convey 
those beauties which scholars only can relish; and which 
learned foreigners, if a man travels, will expeSt should 
not have escaped his observation. As to the Ladies, Mrs. 
Shirley ha? admirably observed, that there is a degree of 
knowlege very compatible with their duties (Condes¬ 
cending excellence! bowing to Mrs. Shirley) and highly 
becoming them; such as will make them rejoice, and, I 
will add, improve a man of sense, sweeten his manners, 
and render him a much more sociable, a much more ami¬ 
able creature, and,-of consequence, greatly more happy 
in himself, than otherwise he would be from books and 
solitude. 

Well but, brother, you said juft now, that we were 
only, for pleasantry-sake, skimming over the surface of 
the argument; and that you had enough to say to silence 

ee 
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all my opposition, were you to p[ive the subjeft its due 
weight. I do assure you, that, to silence all my opposition, 
you muft have a valt deal more to say, than you have said 
hitherto; and yet you have thrown in some hints which 
ftick with me, tho’ you have concluded with some magni¬ 
ficent intimations of superiority over us—^Power and 
right to proteft, travel, toil, for us, and lay your trophies 
at our feet, and-so-forth—Surely, surely, this is diminish¬ 
ing us, and exalting yourselves, by laying us under high 
obligations to your generosity. Pray, Sir, let us have, if 
you please, one or two intimations of those weightier 
arguments, that could, as you fansy, silence your Char¬ 
lotte’s opposition. I say, that we women, were our educa¬ 
tion the same—^You know what I would be at—^Your 
weightier arguments, if you‘please—or a specimen only 
en passant. 

Supposing, my Charlotte, that all human souls are, in 
themselves, equal; yet the very design of the different 
machines in which they are inclosed, is to superinduce a 
temporary difference on their original equality; a differ¬ 
ence adapted to the different purposes for which they are 
designed by Providence in the present transitory ^ate. 
When those purposes are at an end, this difference will be 
at an end too. When Sex ceases, inequality of Scftils will 
cease; and women will certainly be on a foot with men, as 
to intelleftuals, in Heaven. There, indeed, will you no 
longer have Lords over you; neither will you hsiVt Admi¬ 
rers: Which, in your present estimate of things, will per¬ 
haps balance the account. In the mean time, if you can 
see any occasions that may call for stronger under^nd- 
ings in male life, than in your own; you, at the same time, 
see an argument to acquiesce in a persuasion of a present 
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inequality between the two Sexes. You know, I have 
allowed exceptions. Will you, Charlotte, compliment 
yourself with being one.? 

Now, brother, I feel, methinks, that you are a little 
hard upon Charlotte: But, Ladies, you see how the mat¬ 
ter ^ands.—You are all silent.—But, Sir, you graciously 
allow, that there is a degree of knowlege, which is very 
compatible with the Duties of us women, and highly 
becoming us: Will you have the goodness to point out to 
us, what this compatible learning is, that we may not mis¬ 
take—and so become excentric, as I may say, bur^l our 
orb, and do more mischief, than ever we could do good.? 

Could I point out the boundaries, Charlotte, it might 
not to some spirits be so proper: The limit might be 
treated as the one prohibiteti tree in the garden^^ut lei! 
me say, that geniu sj. whether in man or woman, Will push 
itself into lignf."fPtt has a laudable tendency, let it? as a 
ray of the Divinity, be encouraged, as well in the one Sex 
as in the other: I would not, by any means, have it limit¬ 
ed : A little knowlege leads to vanity and conceit. I would 
only, methihks, have a Parent, a Governor, a Preceptor, 
bend his ftrength to retrain its foibles; but not throw so 
much cold water upon the sacred flame, as should quench j 
it; sincfi,.if he did, stupidity, at lea^ dejeftion, might take] 
place of the emanation, and the person might be miser# 
able for life. / 

Well, then, we mu^f compromise, I think, said I. But, 
on recolleftion, I thought I had enjoined you, Sir Charles, 
to the observance of a neutrality. Harriet, whispered I, 
we are only, after all, to be allowed, as far as I can find, in 
this temporary ftate, li^p tame doves, to go about house, 
and-so-forth; as Biddy says, in the play. 


ee2 
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Harriet, could she have found time (But by mutual 
consent they are hardly ever asunder) would have given 
’ you a better account of this conversation than I have done; 
so would Lucy; but take it as it offers, from 

Tour ever-affe£iionate 

CHARLOTTE G. 


LETTER LIX. 

Miss Lucy Selby, To Lady L. 

• Sunday,Nov. 

M y dear Lady G. insi^s upon my writing to your 
Ladyship an account of the appearance which the 
lovelieft Couple in England made this day at Church. 

We all thought nothing could have added to the charms 
of our Harriet’s person; but yet her dress and jewels did. 
I sighed, from pride for the honour of Femaft Beauty, to 
think they did. Can my dear Harriet, thought I, exqui¬ 
sitely lovely as she is in any dress, be ornamented by 
richer silks than common, by coolly laces, by jew^als? Can 
dress add grace to that admirable proportion, and those 
fine features, to which no painter yet has ever done juft- 
ice, tho’ every family related to her has a pifture of her, 
drawn by a different hand of eminence? 

We admired the Bridegroom as much as we did her, 
when (before we could have thought he had been, half 
ready) he joined Mrs. Shirley, my Aunt Selby, and me, in 
the great Parlour, completely dressed. But w^t we moft 
admired in him was, that native dignity and ease, and 
that inattentfveness to his own figure and appearance. 
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which demon^rate the truly-fine gentleman, accustomed 
as he is, to be always elegant. 

When his Lady presented herself to him, and to us, in' 
all her glory, how did the dear creature dazle us I We in¬ 
voluntarily arose, as if to pay our homage to her. Sir 
Charles approached her with rather an air of greater free¬ 
dom than usual, as if he considered not the dress, as 
having $dded to the value he has for her: Yet, LovelieSl 
of women, he called her; and, taking her hand, presented 
her to her grandmamma: Receive, and again bless, my 
Angel, said he, beSl of Parents 1 —How lovely! But what 
is even all this amazing loveliness, to the graces of her 
mind? They rise upon me every hour. She hardly opens 
her lips, but I find reason to bless God, and bless you 
both, my dear Ladies: For*God and you have given her 
goodness.—My deare^ Life, allow me to say, that this 
sweet person, which will be your fir^ perfedlion, in every 
Granger’s eye, is but a second in mine. 

In^ruft me. Sir, said she, bashfully, bowing her face 
upon his hand, as he held hers, to deserve your Love, by 
improving*the mind you have the goodness to prefer; and 
no creature was ever on earth so happy as I shall be. 

My dear Daughter, said her delighted grandmother, 
you sa«; can hardly bear your goodness. Sir. You muft 
blame her for something, to keep down her pride. 

My Harriet, replied he, cannot be proud of what the 
silkworm can do-for her, or of the jeweller's polish: But 
now you call upon me, madam, I will tax her with a real 
fault. I open all my heart to her, as subjects occasionally 
oflFer: I want her to have a will, and to let me know it. The 
frankeft of all Female,hearts will not treat me with that 
sweet familiarity which banishes diftance. You see, my 
deareft Love, that I chide you before your parental 
friends, and your Lucy. • 
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It is your own fault, Sir: Indeed it is. You prevent me 
in all my wishes. Awe will mingle with the Love of per- 
'sons who are under perpetual obligation. My dear two 
mamma’s, you muft not blame me\ you mu^f blame Sir 
Charles: He takes away, by his goodness, even thepow^r 
of making suitable acknowlegements, and then com¬ 
plains I do not speak. 

My uncle Selby came in. He ^lood looking upon my 
cousin, for a few moments, in silence; then broke out, Sir 
Charles Grandlson, you may indeed boa^t, that you have 
for a Wife the Flower of the British world, as you once call¬ 
ed her: And, let me tell you, Niece, you have for a Hus¬ 
band the noble^, and gallanted of men. Happy, happy 
pair! say I. My dear Mr. Deane, said he, whoju^t then 
entered, if you will keep me^n countenance, I will ven¬ 
ture to salute that charming creature. 

Sin Charles presented his Bride to them both. With a 
bent knee she received their salutes. At that moment 
came in the three Lords, who followed the example. 
Lord W. called her Angel—Sir Charles looked delighted 
with the praises of his Bride. * 

The re^l of the company being come, we proceeded to 
Church. 

We were early; but the Church was crouded»»How 
were the charming couple admired, on their alighting, 
and as they walked to their pew I—^Never did my cousin 
herself loois. so lovely. How charmingly looked the Bride¬ 
groom I But he forgot not that humble deportment, full 
of reverence for the place, and the Divine Offices, which 
seemed to make him absent for the time to that splendor 
and beauty, which took every ey^ out of our own pew. 
His example was enough to give a proper behaviour, had 
it been needful, to every one in it. 

I should hate told your Ladyship, that Mr. Greville 
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had sent, over-night, a sullenly-complaisant requeft to 
my aunt, in writing, importing, that as he heard the Bride ^ 
would make her appearance on the morrow, the Bride 
men and maids, if it broke not into our Ceremonial, 
would accept of his pew, which is over against ours, for 
the look of the thing, he said, tho’ he could not promise 
but he should all the day curse the occasion. By this we 
found, he was not gone to Lady Frampton’s, as he had 
designed. His offer was thankfully accepted. 

There was a great concourse of the genteele^ people 
there. Every-body, rr^n and women, looked delighted 
on the occasion. The humility of the Bride was tried, by 
the respefts paid her between the offices, by all who had 
ever been in her company. They should have reined-in 
their own pride; for it was to that^ as much as to respeft to 
her, I doubt not, that their notice was owing. She looked 
conscious, bashful; sly^ I told her afterwards. She Hates 
the word: But, as I said, she should not have given the 
idea, that made no other word so proper to express it, and 
which mu^l be more observable in her generally open 
free countenance, than in that of any other. She more 
than once saw devoirs paid her by a leer^ when her sweet 
face was so disposed, that, had she not returned the com- 
plimen^fit might have passed that she had not seen them. 
But what an Insensible muSi have been my cousin, had 
she not been proud of being Lady Grandison! She is not 
quite an Angel, yet: She has a few FemalitieSy as my uncle 
whimsically calls our little foibles. So, perhaps, she should. 
But nobody saw the lea^ defeft in your brother. His 
dress moSt charmingly became him; and when he looked 
upon his Bride, his eyesivere fixed on her eyes, with such 
a sweet benignity and complaisance, as if he saw her 
mind through them, and could not spare a glance to her 
ornaments: Yet by his own dress he s];iewea, that he was^ 
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no Stoical non-comformi^t to the fashion of the world. 

"did them both credit, and credit (as Lady G. observed) to 
the whole Sex. Such unaffeded tenderness in his respeft; 
and known to be so brave, so good a man!—O my dear 
Lady L. what an admirable man is your brother! What a 
happy creature is my Harriet! 

When Divine Service was over, I was afraid our Pro¬ 
cession, as I may call it, would have been interrupted by 
the compliments of some of the gentry of our acquaint¬ 
ance, whose opened pew-doors shewed their readiness to 
address them; But all passed in silent respefts, from 
Gentlemen and Ladies.My cousin, when she came home, 
rejoiced that one of her parading times was over: But 
when, my deareft Love, said*Sir Charles, will the time be 
paft, that all who see you will admire you.?' 

Tlie Church in the afternoon was ftill more crouded 
than before. How were Sir Charles and my uncle blessed 
by the poor, and people of low degree, for their well-dis¬ 
pensed bounty to them! 

My cousin has delighted Mrs. Shirley, by*telling her, 
that Sir Charles had said there would be a Rite wanting, 
till he and she had communicated, according to the order 
of the Church, at the Altar, on this particular oavasion. 

Ju^l now is every-thing settled that Sir Charles wished 
to be settled. Lady G. will acquaint you with particulars, I 
doubt not. 

Permit me to commend myself to your Ladyship’s 
favour, as one of the 

Humblest and sincereSl of your Servants., 

* LUCY SELBY. 
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P.S. Lady G. has half broke my heart. 

On perusal of what I have written, she says, I have 
not done my be^l: I have not given half particu-- 
lars enough.—In short, she finds a multitude of 
faults with me—Even calls me names. Sorry girl, 
lazy, and I can’t tell what. 

But do you, madam, acquit me, and I shall be easy. 

I tpld her, that I thought I had been very minute.. 

What! to a lying-in woman, she says, who has no 
variety before her 1 All one dull chamber-scene, 
hourly a<fled ^ver again—The subjedl so rich! 

I answered. It should then have had the richeft pen! 
—^Why did she not write herself? If it was not for 
laziness-sake, it was for self-sake, that she did 
not. As I knew Lady L. would have been a gainer 
by the change of pen, I had much rather have 
been in the company for which she quitt^ the 
task, than grubbing pens in my closet, and all to 
get nothing but discommendation. 

I have shewn her this my Postscript. She raves: But I 
am hardened. She will soon have an opportunity to sup¬ 
ply all my defe£ts, in person. 


END OF VOLUME V 





